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How often has someone said to you, “Oh, why don’t you grow up?” | 
am sure it has happened to all of us at sometime, and Harold Blake Walker 
(p. 1) does an excellent job of showing us that all life is a process of grow-. 
ing up, of maturing and putting away childish things . . . God once tol 
Moses to tell the people of Israel that He placed before them daily a “‘bless4 
ing or a curse,’ and that choice is always there. Simeon Stylites (p. 6) draws 
the picture sharply in showing us that hydrogen is as much a part of lifes 
giving water as it is essential to the hydrogen bomb. The choice is ours- 
life or death! . . . We seldom realize the impact we have on those. wit? 
whom we work. Certainly if anyone told us that simply by being ourselves 
in our place of business we were a witness either for or against Jesus Christ, 
we might smile a bit and shrug it off. However Donald M. Robertson (p. 103 
tells a most interesting and challenging story about a nurse who profound'y 
influenced her fellowworker in a Christian manner—and she probably dic 


not know it... All of us are subjected to the stresses of living, and the 
problem is what to do about them. | once stood on a suspension bridge anc 
felt it sway ‘’dangerously,’’ or so | thought. | found that the bridge eithe 


had to sway or break. Frank W. Robertson (page 18) applies this principle o 
swaying with the stresses to daily living in a most effective manner . . 

Most people would not think that being a redcap at Grand Central Station 
would ever bring one before the eyes of all America, but that is precisely wha’ 
happened to Ralston Young (page 37), and it all came about through meeting 
in train coaches at noon for prayer with other men. That was news! Mr 
Young tells you what happens at the prayer group in Grand Central .. . ! 
seems that all churches are engaged in some sort of a building program 
All of us who are involved in such hectic enterprises ought to read the stor 
by Fred Stripp (p. 45) and take heed ... Dr. Glenn Clark, founder and edit 

of Clear Horizons, went to heaven last August 26. One cannot look bac 
over his life without being a little awestruck at his accomplishments. He 
was a rare combination of Christian mysticism and a man of practical achieve 
ment. This month instead of the usual “Prayer Works!’ that always appear 
on page 63, the Prayer Tower prints twa letters that concern Dr. Clark an 
which will interest you. Among many other things, Dr. Clark began thi 
Prayer Tower and established it for the furure. Everyone in this office thank 
God for the privilege of knowing a great soul. ! 
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“The best is yet to be, when we have learned to meet frustration with faith.” 


You are Born -- to Grow at 
Harold Blake Walker 


n I was a child, I spoke as a 
, | understood as a child, I 
ht as a child: but when I be- 
a man, I put away childish 
5. (1 Corinthians 13:11) 


OTHING could be plainer 
i than the simple fact that 

we were born to grow up. 
thing in nature seems intent 
becoming “‘first the blade, then 
ar, after that the full corn in 
ear.” It was Jan Smuts, the 
sopher and statesman, who said 
philosophical way that nature 
ent upon creating wholes, com- 
1g wholes. He called his doc- 
“holism,” and he found God 
e heart of it. Browning point- 
» the same truth more simply 
he wrote: 


w times are in his hand 
bo saith, "A whole I planned,” 


Paul sounded the same note 
he wrote, “When I became 
a, I put away childish things.” 
> know instinctively that things 


ited from Presbyterian Life, April 14, 


are not only what they are at the 
moment, but also what they can be- 
come. Industry spends millions ev- 
ery year to discover what common, 
ordinary things can become. Scien- 
tists toil in thousands of laboratories 
to discover the possibilities in every- 
thing from horses’ hoofs to uranium. 
Psychologists spend endless hours 
trying to discover the mental pos- 
sibilities of animals from mice to 
monkeys. Luther Burbank spent his 
life trying to discover what trees and 
flowers and vegetables could become 
through grafting and crossbreeding. 
In science and agriculture and indus- 
try, nobody is satisfied to leave 
things as they are. Everybody is 
intent on discovering what things 
can become, and upon making the 
most of the possibilities in what is. 

But when it comes to human per- 
sonality, to ourselves, too often we 
seem quite content to leave well 
enough alone. We toil to get the 
possibilities out of peanuts; but we 
say with finality, “You can’t change 
human nature.” That, of course, is 
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like saying, “You can’t put away 
childish things.” And, of course, 
there are multitudes who never do 
“put away childish things.” They 
never mature, and they do not ful- 
fill the possibilities of the whole 
God planned. They suffer from 
what phychologists call “arrested de- 
velopment.” Today they react to dis- 
appointment precisely as they did 
thirty years ago. They deal with 
irritations exactly as they did when 
their house of toy blocks fell when 
they were three. 


But we were born to mature, to 
grow in mind and spirit. If we 
reacted with self-pity to a slight at 
the age of twelve, and we still 
react with self-pity to a slight at 
forty, somewhere along the road our 
emotional growth was arrested. We 
neglected to “put away childish 
things.” If we responded with an- 
ger and resentment to frustration 
at ten, and we still respond with 
anger and bitterness to frustration 
at fifty, then somewhere between 
ten and fifty our spiritual possibil- 
ities were thwarted. If we did our 
thinking with our feelings at four- 
teen, and we still do our thinking 
with our feelings at sixty, then our 
intellectual growth was interrupted 
at fourteen, and we never have ma- 
tured. 


Of course, it follows that, if we 
never have “put away childish 
things,” we cannot possibly say, with 
Rabbi Ben Ezra: 


Win 


Grow old along with me! | 

The best is yet to be, 

The last of life, for which 
first was made. 

Our times are in his hand. 


If we are not growing wiser é 
better, maturing in knowledge : 
insight day by day and year by ¥ 
the best is not “yet to be.” Ik; 
ready has been, and it never ~ 
very good. 

Of course, there are and shoul 
great differences between youth 
maturity. Youth compensates ¥ 
energy and enthusiasm for wh 
lacks in mature wisdom and inst, 
Youth has the future and a w 
to win. Age has the past and 
world already won or lost. 
somewhere along the road t 
comes a fusing of the future and 
past, a meeting of memories 
possibilities. The memories 
what was possible and leave us + 
the sadness of regret. The ling 
possibilities challenge the time 
remains, even though it may be# 
er than we think. What do we ! 
to put in the place of youth’s 
uberance? What have we leas 
from living? 

Sometimes, rememberin 
scope of our own youthful e 
is something of a shock. No 
many years ago, perhaps, we c 
dance half the night and be : 
when the band played ‘“Goodn: 
Ladies.” Funny, I don’t even k! 
whether “Goodnight, Ladies” st 
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sfinal gesture of a tired dance 
. After the dance we could eat 
durgers and French fries or even 
jnana split, and then be ready for 
iy’s work without noticing the 
1 on energy from the night be- 
/ But, now, when we see our 
iiren doing what we used to do, 
lask ourselves, “How on earth 
jhey stand it?” The answer is, 
fourse, that they love it just the 
we did once and they have not 
fet endured the wear and tear 
‘ife. 

hen we come to the midstream, 
we have put away some of the 
yments of yesterday, what do we 
, to put in their place? Maybe 
ave nothing, so we resent the 
-we cannot do what we did yes- 
ty: we grow bitter because we 
growing old. Some people do 
sely that, and their sunset years 
crowned with frustration. They 
lisposed to think Rabbi Ben Ezra 
atimental fool about the joys of 
age. Youth, they think, is the 
half of life with any joy in 
Che last of life is merely a sad 
wearisome decline. 

ears ago I sat on an open front 
bh Frith an old man, talking about 
“Would you like to live your 
“over again?” I asked. He 
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smiled and shook his head. “I 
think,” he answered, “that if God 
asked me about another trial run, 
I would say: ‘No, thank you, Lord. 
I’ve had a wonderful time, and my 
day is far spent. But if it is all 
right with you, I would just like 
to go on and finish this life and 
take my chances on what comes 
next.’ He was not bitter or cyn- 
ical or disillusioned. Life for him 
had been rich and wonderful. Age 
was not a burden, and the future 
still held possibilities of knowledge 
and insight, friendship and love 
And what was beyond the horizon? 
Well, he would “trust God, see all, 
nor be afraid.” 

When energy and vigor fade, and 
we feel no twinge of envy when 
we watch the rising generation 
squandering energy and not seeming 
to miss it at all, we have “put away 
childish things.” The best is ‘“‘yet 
to be” for us if we have learned to 
meet disappointment with dignity, 
and frustration with faith, and irrita- 
tion with insight. Tomorrow will 
be better than yesterday ever was 
if we have cultivated knowledge and 
the love of books, loveliness and the 
love of beauty, friednship and the 
love of people, faith and inet love 
of God. 
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41 “We are buildings of the Eternal, subject to all the stresses of everyday ! 


The Art of Swaying with 


External Stresses 


Frank W. Robertson 


RE WE DISTURBED SOME- 
TIMES when we find our- 
selves wavering in trying 


to decide under pressure what we 
should do about problems and how 
we should do it? Do we sometimes 
feel that we are failing to live up 
to the tests of living? Suppose we 
recall a condition that, at first glance, 
may seem a bit strange in compari- 
son with this question, but which 
may have a germ of encouragement 
for us. 

When the Empire State Building 
in New York was new, it was said 
that, in times of high wind, the top 
of its tower would vibrate sharp- 
ly. As one realizes that the build- 
ing stands 1,250 feet above the 
street level and that wind velocities 
of eighty miles per hour have been 
experienced at that level, he can 
understand the reason for such a 
sway although we think of the Em- 
pire State Building as a tower of 
stability. 

But the structure, built around a 
framework of highest grade build- 
er’s steel and anchored deeply in 
bed rock which almost reaches the 
surface of Manhattan Island, on 
which the building is located, stands 
with firmness that exceeds special- 
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ized professional estimates and 
of the informal rumor that circ 
ed rather freely in New York 
it was built. Enough professi 
skepticism was active, in fact! 
justify a special report about 
discussion of the reasons for the » 
pire State Building’s stability d 
storms, at an annual convention 
the American Society of Civil. 
gineers in 1939. This report is 
source of the technical informa 
about the building’s strengt 
weather storms on which this 
of thought is based. 
The significant fact for purf 
of this line of thought is that, 
under the pressure of eight 
per hour gales, the tower of 
Empire State Building quivers | 
lently but returns when the s 
is over, to within a very few ir 
of its mathematically true upr 
ness, even 1,250 feet above; 
street; and that, when atta 
by roughly equivalent wind pres 
from another direction, the fe 
uprightness of the building is all 
mathematically true again. 
framework of the building,, 
masonry around it, and natura: 
draft through an air vent along 
center line which was includec 


| protection purposes, enable the 
‘ire State Building to waver vio- 
iy but to keep stable even through 
yheaviest storms to which New 
ix has yet been exposed. 

That does this mean to us, as 
\truggle with temptations to wav- 
‘om the strictest details of what 
visualize as our Chrisian commit- 
t? The following line of thought 
fel to indicate it. 

Te are buildings of the Eternal, 
ding among men and _ nations, 
subject to all the stresses of 
y day life as we grow. Some- 
‘s the stresses to which we are 
ysed are comparable with the 
¢ violent winds that attack the 
at of the Empire State Build- 
» Sometimes they make us trem- 
Unless we can exercise the faith 
ch was offered to Christians by 
Christ Himself, we face danger 
yecoming unnerved and warped 
hem. But are the pressures great 
igh to overcome our faith? 
hey can collapse us unless we 
ember one thing. We who live 
the Christ do not have to be 
ned. 

Then we asked Him to become 
Master, He did the rest. He 
acts us to stand up to the tests 
ife, but He has offered us the 
igth required to do so. 
Then, with our spirits and be- 
e we wanted to do it, we asked 
1 to take full control over our- 
2s. He took us at our word and 


7 THE ART OF SWAYING WITH EXTERNAL STRESSES 5 


began to build us for dependable 
usefulness to Himself throughout all 
eternity. And He wasn’t slipshod 
about it, either. 

He sharpened our memories of 
the Christian lore that we inherited 
from our parents and others who 
planted the Christian spirit within 
us. He watered the seeds of His 
Spirit within us by leading us into 
companionship with others whom 
He had similarly blessed. He gave 
us the influence of His Church and 
its leaders who give us our day to 
day nurture. 

He made available to us His cli- 
mate of fellowship with current 
friends and memories of old ones 
fot our encouragement in Christian 
living, much like the sunshine and 
rain that nourish the plant life of 
the Earth, and comparable with 
the daylight that brightens the of- 
fices of the Empire State building— 
much more skillfully accomplished 
than was done in earlier New York 
skyscrapers. He gave us the influ- 
ence of His patience, His kindness 
and His courage, through the en- 
vironment of reading matter, for- 
mal speeches, informal conversation 
—in fact, through everything around 
us. All this is part of his climate 
for our growth, when we have eyes 
to recognize Him through it all. 

He even allows tests to come to 
us in order that we may measure 
for ourselves the Christian stamina 
that He is building within us. We 
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bend, we sway, we groan, some- 
what like reports tell us can be 
heard in the Empire State building 
during heavy storms. But we are 
not broken; our Christ sees to that. 


Comparable with the strength of 
the framework of that building, our 
Christ alloys Himself into the very 
composition of our beings in a way 
that enables us to withstand the pull- 
ing forces of our tasks, the resis- 
tance of the obstacles we meet, and 
the twisting forces of the problems 
which we are called on to decide. 
He doesn’t do all this in a day. Re- 
member, He is building us for Etern- 
ity, and that isn’t done in an instant. 
He is using every situation that we 
are called on to face as steps in 
His process. 

And absolutely vital through it 
all, He zs with us “alway, even unto 
the end of the world’ (Matt. 28: 
20). Remember, He didn’t limit 
the timing of His commitment. He 
did not promise His presence for 
some time in the distant future; 
He committed it, on the spot and 
forever. He did not restrict His 
commitment to that place which we 
think of as Heaven; and He did not 
limit it to the end of the Earth. 
He clearly emphasizes His presence 
with us now and “to the end of 
the WORLD.” 

The majesty of His presence in- 
cludes the power that enabled God 
Himself to assume human form as 
Jesus, to walk the Earth in human 


flesh, to endure the shafts of p2 
ical death at the hands of His ce 
trymen, to overcome all the tortt 
of Hell, to return triumphant 
Earth on the day we celebrate 
Easter, to return to Glory before: 
eyes of His disciples, and to 
back to them and even to you 
me as the Holy Spirit of final| 
umph. 


In the face of evidence like § 
why should we lose faith as we ¥ 
the international scene with all 
repercussions, described to us im 
language of fear, jealousy, hat 
and all the malice that goes inte | 
combination? Why should we 
faith in our fellow men as we 
front the obstacles of our daily ta 


We grow uneasy, of course. 
are not these conditions the. 
testing of ourselves, comparable - 
the testing by the winds of the 
pire State building’s tower, w 
make it waver but which cannot ; 
vent it from righting itself? 


The framework of the Ch: 
Spirit lives on and on within: 
He rights us when we waver... 
lifts us when we fall. He adds 
strength to that which we alr 
hold in trust for Him. 


With this realization, we who | 
committed ourselves completeh 
Him cannot be less than compl 
faithful to Him, over and be 
all the battering that external st 
es can level at us. 


il 


fi 
r 


ALTHOUGH he had been an 
\ inmate of the local mental 
i institution for nearly thir- 
‘ears, no one in Dyerville knew 
fh about Captain Jim, the old 
hish-American War veteran. Ru- 
| had it that after the war he 
/married a young actress of unu- 
beauty and charm. From all ac- 
ats he had been happily married. 
wever, one day he received a reg- 
red letter from his wife inform- 
/him that she was leaving him 
‘someone else. Two days later 
m neighbors found him uncon- 
us on the floor, he was taken 
she hospital, where he lingered 
veen life and death for several 


he 


fter he regained consciousness it 
observed that his memory of 
yast events was gone. With kind- 
_and care he rapidly recovered 
physical strength and was trans- 
ed to the Home at Dyerville. 
re he endeared himself to all, for 
was always eager to help others, 
always doing little favors for his 
Iw patients. The night the big 
m knocked down the wires he 
ged three miles through the snow 
yet Doctor Barnes to attend the 
srintendent’s daughter who had 
1 severely burned when a kero- 


“I leave to you the greatest of all gifts.” 


Captain Jim’s Will 


H. Hoyt Cox 


sene lamp was tipped over. Then 
there was the time he nursed feeble- 
minded Jesse Moore who had pneu- 
monia, refusing to leave the sick 
man’s bedside for food or sleep un- 
til Jesse finally passed away. 

Not long after his commitment, 
Captain Jim was permitted. freedom 
of the grounds. He was allowed to 
visit town, where he became ac- 
quainted with many of the people. 
Soon he had won the affection of 
all who knew him. 

Then it happened. One day some- 
one had a flat tire in front of the 
home, and Captain Jim went out 
to help change it. But the exertion 
was too much for him, and, while 
jacking up the car, he suddenly 
clutched his chest, gave a sharp cry, 
and fell unconscious. He was car- 
ried to the dispensary by orderlies, 
but it was too late—Captain Jim 
was dead. 

After the funeral, folks were sur- 
prised to read a notice in the local 
paper announcing the reading of 
his will. Everyone had assumed 
Captain Jim to be penniless, and it 
was a large crowd that assembled 
at the institution on the day of the 
reading. A local lawyer, Horace 
White, began reading: 

“Last will and testament of Cap- 
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tain James Groves. 

“J, James Groves, do hereby will 
and bequeath to my dear friends my 
love and appreciation for the many 
kind and thoughtful acts which have 
made my life a happy one. 

“To my fellow patients I leave 
the loving care of the doctors and 
nurses, the hope of recovery, and 
the quick return to their loved ones. 

“I will the warm and beautiful 
sunshine to cheer and comfort them. 
I will the cool summer breezes and 
the sunset behind the hill with its 
gold and purple clouds, symbolic 
of a new and better life. For, as 


Ce 


Inearnate Love - 
Christina G. Rossetti 


Love came down at Christmas, 
Love all lovely, Love Divine; 
Love was born at Christmas, 
Star and Angels gave the sign. 


Worship we the Godhead, 

Love incarnate, Love Divine; 
Worship we our Jesus: 

But wherewith for sacred sign? 


Love shall be our token, 

Love be yours and Love be mine, 
Love to God and all men, 

Love for plea and gift and sign. 


Wi 


the sun goes down, it will rise ag 
at dawn, signaling the beginning 
a new and brighter day. 

“I leave to you the greatest 
all gifts, the love of God and « 
nal salvation through His son, J] 
Christ. May this great love « 
fort, strengthen, and sustain yoo 
long as you live. And may His s 
it dwell in your hearts and a 
your lives channels of love and 5 
ings for all with whom you ¢ 
in contact.” 

As the crowd dispersed, ne 
word was spoken, but nearly ev 
one wiped a tear from his eye 


| 
! 
i 
i 
i 


oR THE CHRISTIAN CENTURY: 
\mR: The word “hydrogen” has 
meanly been the word of the 
year. To many people it seems 
} worst word in the dictionary, 
it is not a great help to be 
that it may not hold that dis- 
ton very long. ‘Cobalt’? may 
vorse. In case you are thinking 
‘olbalt as just a nice blue color, 
dbalt bomb, we are told, can 
2 out all life in the United 
28. 

here used to be an old song, 
oped out by childish voices, 
ere’s a Hole in the Bottom of 
Sea.’ Now that fantastic song 
become an even more fantastic 
ity. Hydrogen did rip a hole 
he bottom of the sea, as well 
sink an island. 

bout eight years ago Christopher 
ley wrote a little verse which 
s irreverent at first glance. He 
ured God dictating to an angel, 
n a big explosion is heard. 
hat is that?” asks God. ‘‘Oh,” 
the angel, “they have just put 
an atom bomb down on the 
n.”’ God says: ‘Take a memo- 
lum. Tell those boys they had 
sr make friends with themselves. 
; time they have only scratched 
surface. The next time they may 
y the whole works.” 


“I was thirsty and you gave me drink.” 


Hydrogen -- Life or Death? 


Nine years ago that was amusing. 
It is funny no longer. 

Yet the word “hydrogen” rings 
a bell in the mind. It was not al- 
ways a portent. There is one chem- 
ical formula that is rather widely 
known, H,O. It stands for water. 
In the words of Jesus, water is the 
symbol of service to humanity. “And 
whosoever shall give to one of these 
little ones even a cup of cold water.” 
“I was thirsty and you gave me 
drink.” 

There is the choice of our gen- 
eration and world—hydrogen in the 
form of death, or hydrogen in the 
form of life, as water, the symbol 
of service. Sentimental? Not by a 
long shot. That is hard-headed, 
realistic politics. The way to meet 
the challenge of communism is not 
by the violence of the H-bomb, but 
by service to the world, symbolized 
by cold H,O. 

That has been put into clear and 
timely language by a man who has 
never been called a sentimentalist 
even by his worst enemies, though 
he has frequently been regarded as 
too hard-boiled, George Kennan, for- 
mer ambassador to Russia. In his 
recent lectures at Princeton, Mr. Ken- 
nan counseled against attempts to 
solve:the world communist problem 


inted by permission of The Christian Century, from the issue of May 5, 1954. 
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by war for violent liberation of 
Soviet-bloc people from outside. He 
said that the best answer is to pro- 
mote unity here at home, and to 
encourage the progress of other 
countries outside the iron curtain. 
Existence of freedom abroad helps 
automatically to disrupt the commu- 


CATS 


nist empire from within. In op 
words, aid to the free world, rat 
than violence. 

We are in the Hydrogen Age. 
will you have your hydrogen- 
bomb or the cup of cold water 

Yours, 
SIMEON STYLIT? 


Christian Living 
Nona Keen Duffy 


I will give thought 
To all I say, 
And speak more lovingly 


This day, 


Ill bless each one I greet. 


The words I speak 
Today, will be 
Those which will best 


Express through me 
God’s love for those I meet. 


I would reflect 

His love and joy 
To every girl 

And every boy 
Whoever they may be. 


I would express 

God’s peace and power 
And let His love 

Flow through each hour 
And clearly speak through me. 


music lovers relaxed in their 
) seats as twenty-five-year-old 
atge Riabikoff held them mes- 
lized with the haunting quality 


x AUDIENCE OF HOUSTON 


his music. Fascinated, they 
shed his short-fingered hands 
»d across the keys, saw them 


i instinctively for a certain mood 
nterpret a composition. The au- 
nce marveled that such a young 
1 could be so advanced in his 
stry. Only the broken, maimed 
ds of this accomplished musician 
red at the price he had paid for 
perfection of his talent. 
iabikoff plays like an angel. 
re of the finest pianistic artists 
today laud his impeccable tech- 
ue and the depth of feeling his 
ible fingers are capable of ex- 
ssing. “He is a real and great 
t,’ declared Gina Bachauer en- 
siastically. 

gut a close observer would note 
almost invisible scar of suffer- 
deep in the blue-green, penetrat- 
eyes of this artist—eyes which 
rkle today with a luster that could 
e been polished only by the flow 
many tears. For George Riabi- 
f is the living, smiling proof 
-a man can miraculously survive 
ost anything if he holds on—and 
unlimited faith. 

lis story begins at the age of 


“Somehow I knew that I would live and play again.” 


A Candle Burned in My Heart 


FOYEN,, Ferguson 


four when, so tiny he could walk 
under the piano, he was recognized 
as a prodigy and began giving pub- 
lic concerts. For the next several 
years he studied under some of the 
finest masters in Europe. 

But there was a malevolent some- 
thing stirring in the air. War clouds 
were forming their dread patterns 
of destruction. Then the Nazi jug- 
gernaut rumbled into action and be- 
gan gobbling up defenseless na- 
tions. George, a young Christian, 
watched with growing horror the 
brutal persecution of Jewish people 
who had been his friends. Coura- 
geously, he attempted to hide many 
of them—often in caves or musty 
catacombs. 

Then came the night he will re- 
member forever. He was crossing 
a mine field on an errand of mercy 
and his luck ran out. There was 
a jarring explosion and a blinding 
flash when the mine exploded. Un- 
consciousness mercifully blacked out 
his agony. When he regained his 
senses, he was a prisoner of the 
Gestapo. 

When he was able to talk again 
he was subjected to terrifying hours 
of inquisition by the Nazis. They 
demanded that he tell where the 
Jewish people were hidden. He re- 
fused. 

The Gestapo was aware that R1a- 
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bikoff was a boy pianist and that 
his hands were his life. They be- 
gan a diabolical torture routine de- 
signed to force him into delivering 
up his secret. Piercing his palms 
with red hot spikes was their in- 
troduction to the niceties of modern 
warfare. Trembling in an agony 
of pain, George held his silence. 
They broke his fingers and wrists 
and added the final touch by crush- 
ing his hands in a steel door jamb. 
At last they were finished but they 
had been unable to force the de- 
sited information from the lips of 
the broken youth. 

They threw him into a concen- 
tration camp and permitted him to 
seek medical attention. The verdict 
of the doctors: amputation of both 
hands above the wrists. 

That was when George really be- 
gan to fight. “I could not accept 
their decision,” he says. ‘There was 
a candle burning in my heart. Some- 
how I knew I would live and play 
again.” Months of rigid concentra- 
tion camp discipline and the experi- 
ence of seeing Berlin leveled by 
devastating bombing attacks failed 
to shake his belief. Then the surg- 


ing Allied armies moved in and 
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he was free. 

Today Riabikoff laughs with 
true, deep joy. “It is so wona 
ful to be happy again and te 
the warm feeling of people 
around me. That is what I 
about this country.” he declared 
is not the beautiful cars, the fabal 
buildings, and the great wealth, 
the friendship of the people.” Gee 
is now well on his way to beed 
ing an American citizen. 

After his return to freedom ! 
bikoff began slowly and deliberaz 
to rehabilitate himself. Gritting | 
teeth when the agony became: 
most unbearable, he spent Ic 
painful hours at practice to res% 
his gnarled and paralyzed has 
Little by little he regained his 
mer wizardry at the keyboard. 

One night, shortly after the v 
he gave a concert near Frankfor 

“A man was there that nig» 
he recalls, “wearing a plain s 
His name was Dwight Eisenhow 
He didn’t know my story, but 
looked at me, and shook my he 
‘I can see from your smile,’ he s 
‘that you have suffered. One 
the world will smile back at you 
And it has. 


Why should I shrink from the plow of my Lord that maketh d 


furrows on my soul? I know He is no idle husbandman; He 


a crop.—sS. Rutherford 


purpo: 


= are not created to be worshipped.” 


“Now There is a 


i Donald M. 
i 

O ATTEMPT TO ANSWER in 
q terms of a specific defini- 


| 


tion that often asked ques- 
“What is a Christian?” is an 
nics for many of us. Yet 
pst everyone knows some person 
vyhom he can point with certainty 
say, “Now there is a true Chris- 
bs 
or me that person happens to 
a nurse who started to work in 
‘office almost at the very begin- 
x of my medical practice. She 
tinued in the role of my office 
se for over twenty years until I 
forced to give up my practice 
wuse of illness. In terms of my 
lical career I have spent more 
e with this person, and I no 
bt know her better than any- 
else within my profession. For 
rs and years we have worked 
ether, day in and day out, carry- 
on a general practice in a west- 
town. Together we have brought 
ry new babies into this world. 
have also seen others, both 
ng and old, leave it. She has 
Wd by me through my successes 
also my failures, during robust 
untiring health, and in times 
erious illnesses. Likewise, I have 
ked with her through her life’s 


True Christian” 


Robertson 


trials; when she lost her husband 
from a sudden heart attack; when 
she twice faced death herself from 
acute illnesses requiring the most 
drastic kind of surgery. 

Now Maria is of European de- 
scent, her parents having come to 
the United States from “the old 
country.” There was a large family 
of children of which she was one 
of the oldest. Through the years 
she has assumed many of the major 
responsibilities, both financially and 
otherwise, for the family. 

The family has a Catholic back- 
ground dating as far back as such 
families can be traced. Maria is a 
Catholic Christian although she nev- 
er purposely makes this known, nor 
is it often evident to others. Her 
mother is of the older Catholic 
school, and the church has always 
been a vital factor in her daily liv- 
ing. It is of special value to her 
now during her old age. Yes, there 
is a strong and rich Catholic heri- 
tage in Maria’s whole background, 
and she likewise has been raised in 
a dominant Catholic enviroment. 

In all of our years together it 
hasn’t seemed necessary for us to 
discuss religion except on a few 
occasions. Never once has her Cath- 
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olic heritage or my Protestant one 
led to any argument. Her religion 
isn’t something which needs explain- 
ing or defending in order to justify 
it. It isn’t limited by or to creeds 
nor is it expressable in specific be- 
liefs. I doubt that she could tell 
me in so many words just what 
she really believes or even what her 
church teaches her to believe. Her 
religion needs little understanding 
and isn’t limited in any way to cer- 
tain repeated emotional experiences. 
It is just a way of living her daily 
life as well as she can. Her life 
is constantly revealing her true at- 
titudes toward her fellowmen as in- 
fluenced by her belief in God, 
through her patience with all per- 
sons, her tireless service for those 
in need of them, her natural humil- 
ity and her devotion to human be- 
ings as well as to unchallengeable 
principles. It has never been neces- 
sary for her to tell me that she is 
a Christian for there are some things 
which need no affirmation. This is 
one of them. 


At this moment I can only recall 
three occasions during our entire pro- 
fessional association when religion 
was seriously discussed. The first 
time occurred years ago and followed 
the delivery of a baby born alive, 
but hopelessly deformed. It obvious- 
ly had no possible chance of sur- 
viving. Without saying a word to 
any of us, Maria baptized the dying 
baby there in the delivery room, 
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quietly and simply, just before dd 
took it away. She had gone on 
ing in that demanding moment» 
true religion in her own way. 


Afterwards, when we were ald 
I questioned her as to whether 
really believed that the baby 
benefitted in any way through 
ritual of baptism. She answered 
she personally believed that it hel 
in some way, but made no atte: 
to explain her act. She said 
she had done it simply because 
her belief that it was the right . 
necessary thing to do at that tt 
Yet I will never forget her we 
which followed. 


In substance she said, ‘Doo 
never let us confuse in our think 
the Catholic Church and the C. 
olic religion. I realize, as she 
all thinking Catholic Christians, — 
there are man-given weaknesses — 
man-created falsenesses in my chu: 
There are such in all churches | 
cause they are organized and rur 
persons, although the church 
not created by them. The ch»! 
and its leaders make no claim 
be perfect people, but rather i 
are those who have the will and! 
courage to grow towatd God-. 
fection. Any such weakness ¢ 
not destroy my church for I do 
worship it as an institution. 
purpose is to give to me a relig 
by which I may live my daily . 
It desires above all else that I 
a Christian, and attempts to ; 
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“ne the way to be just that. I 
the same God as you do through 
same Christ so that I may ike 

pod life, or at least live a bet- 
one than I could otherwise live.’’ 
ears later I was called to see 

'in her home where she lay 

rely ill. I found her holding a 

ty in her hands. Without think- 

I asked the spontaneous ques- 


How can you find any spiritual 
res in that string of beads?” 


regretted my question the in- 
tI had asked it, for I realized 
I had only revealed my own 
mance and prejudice. But Maria 
yt defend her rosary, nor did 
‘punish me by word or attitude. 
just explained, “This little string 
deads is nothing which in itself 
‘value or is sear of anybody’s 
ship. When it is used that way 
iecomes not only false, but it is 
gerous. For me it is a most 
able way of praying, and that 
why I use it. These beads on 
string represent to me persons 
ym I know and respect. Each 
every night I pray for these 
ons, one by one, because they 
friends or loved ones of mine, 
because I desire for them that 
e help from God which I need 
which I know He gives to me. 
tor, for yeats now you have been 
of these beads on my rosary, 
each night I ask God to keep 
strong so that you may continue 
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to work as a good doctor.” 


When I realized that I was an 
object of prayer as represented by 
a certain bead on a Catholic rosary, 
I began to understand a bit of the 
meaning which Catholic Christians 
find in this useful symbol. I am 
also certain that over the years I 
have been given greater strengths to 
become a better doctor because of 
such intercessory prayers in which 
the rosary has played such an im- 
portant role. 

The last time we discussed religion 
was not long ago. For years Maria 
has been giving loving care to her 
mother who lives in her home, and 
whose health is now rapidly deteri- 
orating. The little old lady who is 
in her eighties senses that she faces 
death before long, and at this time 
her religion is revealing its true val- 
ue to her. Through her abiding 
faith she has no fears; for to her, 
death is just the next living step 
in her walk through Eternity. She 
is ready to take that anticipated step 
whenever it comes. I suspect that at 
times she is even eager to turn in 
her old physical model for the new 
one waiting for her. 


Unfortunately, a well - meaning 
friend, and an enthusiastic member 
of a Protestant church has felt im- 
pelled to personally replace the old 
lady’s adequate Catholic religion with 
her own at this particular time. Such 
sincere efforts based on honest be- 
liefs as well as a deep love for the 
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old lady are only adding confusion 
to a mind which is beginning to 
show evidences of natural aging 
processes. 

Yet Maria wasn’t vindictive or 
even critical toward this friend when 
we talked about it. Rather, she 
showed great love and understanding 
for this person. But she would; 
that is Maria; she is always that way. 


She summed it all up rather well 
in these thoughts, ‘Doctor, a mis- 
take of which all of us are guilty 
at times, and which hurts us by 
limiting our religion, is that com- 
mon practice which we use of mak- 
ing nouns out of adjectives.” 


My puzzled smile made her con- 
tinue, ‘“We use such words as Catho- 
lic and Protestant as nouns, which 
they were never intended to be. We 
talk about them just as if they were 
the goals we seek, the gods to be 
exalted. When we worship any 
church whether it be yours or mine, 
we serve a false god. Churches were 
never created to be worshipped. 
Their purposes are to give to us 
God, teach us how to worship and 
live for Him, and provide a place 
for such worship. What we mean 
to say, or at least what we should say 
is that we are Catholic Christians 
or Protestant Christians, thus making 
the word Christian the noun and 
the others the descriptive adjec- 
tive adjectives. To be a Christian 
is our goal; it is what we desire to 
be, it is that which our churches 
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seek to make of us. Both you 
I believe in the same God, andt 
the same Christ who reveals t 

our God. I happen to be follamn 
a different road than you, yet " 
roads must lead us to our comm 
goal. When we add the word Chi 
tian, then we have accepted in o& 
mon the most wonderful gift ¢ 
given to human_ beings—'d 
Christ. We can then see ours: 
through Him whom we muti 
possess so that we may come: 
know Him whom we mutually ss 
Without the noun, Christian, 
are left with only our differen: 
the various roads which we are: 
ing. Too great importance is tt 
given to our own road, for it is: 
that we possess. It is then that: 
often attempt to destroy anoth 
road and make him accept ours. «4 
er all, what we are after in this 

is to live better and fuller It 
and for me that means we all m 
be Christians first and above 

else. 


Yes, the more I come to ke 


Maria the more certain I am of 
correctness of my choice when I 
“Now there is a true Christian’ 


My prayer today is that throi 
my Protestant Faith, the road wk 
I have chosen as my way to G 
I may grow to become in time 
fine a Christian as my nurse, Ma 
has become through her Cath 
Faith, her chosen road to our mut 
Heavenly Father. 


swers prayer? Well, I know 
that he does. 
ometimes He says yes or no 
t away. Other times He makes 
“wait, as in my case. I think 
wanted to be sure that I was 
» sincere. 
‘was never a chain smoker, but 
‘habit had me. When I’d go 
-of town to visit my mother, 
) just couldn’t adjust to the idea 
women smoking, I was always 
iking away to smoke. Before each 
;, I promised myself I would say: 
yw, Mom, I smoke.” But I nev- 
did. The deceit went on and 
as uncomfortable in my mind. 
moking is an expensive habit, 
I found out when I burned a 
e hole in my orchid-colored top- 
It can also be disfiguring. Be- 
en Jane’s tapering fingers there 
ilways a brownish smudge and 
y would be handsome if it 
en’'t for her yellowed teeth. 
ut these weren't the real reasons 
I wanted to stop smoking. The 
reason was that I wanted God 
pprove of me and I felt that He 
vt as long as I couldn’t break 
y from the smoking habit. If 


): YOU WONDER if God an- 


Breaking the Smoking Habit 
Through Prayer 


| Helen Conde 


I hadn’t wanted to stop smoking, 
there would have been no evil. But 
I wanted to stop and didn’t. There- 
in lay the evil. 

Each morning, I'd get up with 
the resolution that I would not 
smoke. By ten o'clock I felt tired, 
so I sat down with a cigarette. I 
thought I was relaxing and resting. 
I wasn’t. I was just paving the way 
for, let’s say, more time-wasting. By 
night I was very tired. Tired of 
what? Tired of myself and my 
weakness, so I smoked quite a lot 
in the evening. I grew restless and 
irritable, so I decided to talk over 
the problem with my three best 
friends. I said to Lucy. 

“I wish I could stop smoking.” 
She said, “Why stop? You look 
so relaxed smoking.” 

When I expressed my wish to 
Becky, she said, ‘““Why, you don’t 
smoke much.” 

And Ann said, “If I wanted to 
smoke, I’d smoke.” 

But I didn’t want to smoke. And 
they didn’t try to understand. 

One morning, early in November, 
as my dog and I were walking over 
the hard, coo! ground, I seemed to 
hear: a rustle among the dry corn 
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stalks and a voice saying, “Why 
don’t you take your problem to 
God.” 

The voice seemed very real and 
I resolved then and there to tell 
God about it. I didn’t think that 
God would do it all, but I felt, after 
that whisper, that He was trying to 
tell me that He would help me; but 
of course I’d have to work, too. 

The same good resolutions and 
the same breaking of them went 
on for three weeks more, but there 
was one difference. I was praying 
very hard that I might stop the hab- 
it. Not an “Our Father, which art 
in heaven” prayer, which is the 
prayer Jesus taught us, but a prayer 
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that was a sincere plea from 
heart. ; 

The Monday before Thanksgiw 
I wakened saying, ‘“This is the 
in which I do not smoke.” I ke 
then that the fight was over, 4 
God had answered my prayer. 

When the cigarettes are pass 
I say, “No thank you,’ and sa) 
one says off-hand like, “Oh, 
you don’t smoke any more, do yon 

You see it wasn’t importantt 
anyone but God and me. But it~ 
very important to me, and God kr 
that it was. 

He answered me and that anss 
has kept the flame of faith burn 
in me. 


Winter Sunset 


Rowena 


Cheney 


The voice of the brook is hushed with cold, 
The grass is silent beneath the snow; 


The trees are bare—but see! 


the west | 


Is warm with the fires of afterglow. 


The north wind stings and the air is chill 
While the sun moves south to the Capricorn; 
Yet buds await on the patient branch... 
Out of each winter a spring is born. 


Flowers are blooming and blue birds call 
For listening ears—for eyes that see 
The wondrous pattern: unchanging law, 
Inviolate through eternity. 


The steadfast stars in a timeless sky 
Proclaim, whatever the season of year, 

That out of the shadows the morning dawns, 
Out of the false, the truth shines clear! 


day, one whole full day of 
praise? If you have you 
iy the wonder of it and you 
extended it to many days. If 
have not you have a tremendous 
cual experience awaiting you. 
own introduction to this glor- 
| adventure came about, as we 
o many of such things, by acci- 


{[ YOU EVER TRIED it, one 


ne day Timmy, my small son 
being all boy, needed to be 
heted, had had to be spoken to 
1 anti-praise manner more often 
| usual. That night, still with 
-complainings, scoldings, call 
1 what you will, on his mind, 
neeled down to say his prayers. 
£ the usual blessings and thanks 
been attended to, he hesitated. 
’n he went on my throat con- 
‘ed so I could scarcely swallow. 
And, God,” he said, “please 
_ Mother to notice when I have 
: nice things just the same as 
a 1 I have done not-nice things. 
n. 
didn’t sleep much that night. 
when I did drop off, a picture 
ne which I didn’t like at all 
‘ed life-size through my dreams. 
is a good mother, I thought. I 
‘ my child care. I gave him 


“On days when I praise the most and blame the least, life runs on smoother 


One Day of Praise 


Enola Chamberlin 


love. I called his attention when he 
had done not-nice things so he would 
cease doing them for his own good 
as well as for the good of others. 
I corrected him, tried always to 
guide him into the right path that 
he might walk happily with his fel- 
low creatures and gloriously with 
God. But that night I saw I had 
failed miserably in my trust because 
I had neglected to put emphasis on 
the positive side of living. I had 
failed to praise the nice things as 
I should have done. Before I went 
to sleep I decided that the next day, 
all day, I would utter no words to 
anyone that were not, when they 
fell in that category, words of praise. 


My test started early. Timmy 
spilled his milk. It was downright 
carelessness. I bit my tongue to 


head off the scolding words. I 
thought hard. 

“My, my, Timmy,’ I said cheerily 
at last, “it’s been a long time since 
you've spilled your milk. You're 
getting more careful every day.” 

If I had wanted pay I had it 
right then in that child’s eyes. Ex- 
pecting to be scolded his face was 
set in a rebellious, belligerent scowl. 
At my words the hard lines melted. 

“I’m sorry, Mommy,” he said, 
“Ill keep on being more careful 
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every day.” 

I was cheered. I had done more 
in making him want to be careful 
with praise than I had ever done 
before with reprimands. I kissed 
my cherub. This was going to be 
easy. How little I knew! 

Having taken the morning off to 
drive a bunch of boys to a ski slope, 
my husband came home at noon. I 
could see by his face as he opened 
the door that he was all set to de- 
fend himself about something. 

“Well, I took the good car,” he 
blurted, “‘one of the boys tore the 
upholstery with a ski boot. Another 
one broke a window with a ski.” 

Now I did bite my tongue. We 
were always taking youngsters some- 
place and we had agreed that our 
old station wagon was just the thing 
to use. 

I have never got over being thank- 
ful that that day I had promised my- 
self I would say only praiseful 
words. Otherwise no telling what 
I might have said. But I had a hard 
time. What would I say in praise 
of my husband’s act? To say noth- 
ing would have been worse than 
recriminations. They would have 
cleared the air of its heavy weight, 
at least. Finally, after not too long 
a time, I smiled. 

“It was nice of you to want to 
give the boys a ride in the new 
car,’ I said. “I suppose our insur- 
ance will take care of the damage.” 

My husband’s planned words of 


rebuttal at the expected tirade fr 
me, caught in his throat. The 7 
nacious look on his face gave > 
to one of concern. | 

“Are you ill?” he managed! 
stammer. 

Well, I laughed and he Nav 
and the damage to the car lost 
importance in both our minds. 
became only a minor annoyances: 
little skippity cloud in a beaut 
day. 

Now I am not going to say 
after that one day I continued 
say only praise words and refraa 
entirely from non-praise ones. 
ter all I am only human and I 
a habit to break. I backslid 
times at first. I still do backs} 
But the experience of that one 
impressed me so much that it 
start me to giving praise and ; 
holding blame far, far more o 
than I had ever done before. 
I have found that on the days 
I praise the most and blame | 
least, life runs on smoother wh 
My home life with husband 
children is happier, mote peace 


Now what I have done you, 
can do; you and you and you, 
even in greater measure. Give p 
where praise is due. Give p 
whether praise is due or not. 
little by little you will see | 
friction give way, to be replacec 
a patina of velvet over which 
annoyance will glide smoothly’ 
oblivion. 


NWRANK LAUBACH was quoted 
recently in the Christian Sci- 
ence Monitor as saying that 
;stianity has two sides, one per- 
dicular, which is responsibility 
God, and the other horizontal, 
onsibility to the human race. 
s this not fix our responsibility 
the shape of a cross—not the 
s of crucifixion but the cross of 
ice? 

fe today is a challenge. It is 
aallenge which we as individuals 
as a nation, both, can only meet 
essfully as Christians. Trigger- 
_ situations exist all over the 
‘Id. In the Far East, in the Near 
+, in our own Southern States are 
‘e¢ conditions which must be met 
1 high-level Christian thinking 
- action, and action must be 
<ed up by the prayers of great 
abers of individual Christians if 
eral conflagrations are to be 
ided. 

.s individuals, then, how can we 
accept this cross of service to 
1 and to our fellow man? How 
2 others made their decision? 
ive dedicated young men found 
r answer to the double challenge 
n they went into the Ecuadorean 
sles to take the word of God 
the isolated, primitive Auca In- 
is. Surely when they met death 


“Not the cross of crucifixion but the cross of service.” 


The Cross of Responsibility 


Elizabeth Searle Lamb 


there in the jungles they were shoul- 
dering crosses of responsibility to 
man and to God, crosses which made 
of their deaths a triumph, not a 
defeat. 

The Cleveland pastor was broad- 
ening the horizon of his service 
when he inaugurated the “Dial a 
Prayer’ telephone service which 
swamped the telephone lines in the 
area. 

The Oregon family who adopted 
eight orphans from Korea was reach- 
ing out in a very personal way to 
serve a human need. 

All across the nation, clear around 
the world, are men and women who 
in their own particular way are 
reaching upward and inward to God, 
combining spiritual responsibility 
with a reaching outward of helping 
hands, minds, and hearts to the needs 
of men. Some, like Frank Laubach 
and Albert Schweitzer, are interna- 
tionally known and honored; thou- 
sands have no worldly fame, but 
surely they are beloved of God. And 
if every professing Christian would 
take up a Christian cross of fe- 
sponsibility what a tremendous im- 
pact would be made upon the life 
of the world today. Family life, 
community life, national life, and 
finally international affairs would be 
remolded into a Christian pattern. 


21 


22 CLEAR HORIZONS 


How to go about it? First there 
must be a clear realization of the 
two-fold Christian responsibility. 
Prayerful soul-seraching will show 
each of us where we fall short and 
guide us to new perception. Con- 
sidering responsibility to God, in- 
creased personal and family medi- 
tation and prayer should be the bas- 
is of this responsibility. Increased 
support of our own churches might 
well follow—spiritual support, prayer 
support, as well as financial sup- 
port. And through a growing spir- 
itual awareness which will follow 
our acceptance of this enlarged re- 
sponsibility to God, we will find, 
each of us, the avenue or avenues 
of service through which we can 
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best acknowledge our responsibii 
to the human race. We cannot 

become missionaries in jungle lan 
nor literary teachers, nor spirit 
leaders; we cannot all adopt Kore 
orphans; we can, every one of 

find some human need to which 

can minister. And thus, accepting 
Christian’s cross of sacrificial s 
ice to God and to man, we can ff 
the challenge of the complexit 
of life in the atom-powered age ws 
an answer which could, God helpis 
chart a new and better, a Go 
centered, pattern of life throughe 
this whole world and (who knows: 
perhaps into the reaches of ou 
space itself, 


The Third Dimension View 
Dorothy P. Albaugh 

It really isn’t entirely new— 

This so-called three-dimensional view. 

One doesn’t need special glasses, just 

A vision focused by loving trust 

On the soul of a man until it leaps 

Out of the clay in which it sleeps. 

This is the view that the Master had— 

Seeing a man whom the world called bad, 

Or weak and worthless, as strong and free, 

Bidding him, “Rise, and follow me!” 

Love was the third dimension then, 

And it still makes giants out of men. 


“God does really 
keep your faith.” 


'\NOW CRYSTALS FELL FAST, 
orming a curtain about Elena 
as she drew the two letters 
1 the mail box. It was getting 
She clutched Paul’s jacket 
ely to her throat and hurried 
: up the evergreen-edged trail 
he cabin where, she knew, Paul 
‘watching her from his chair 
the living room window. 
aul had been sitting in the same 
t every day for the last two 
s. Muscular distrophy had not 
1 kind to him. When they had 
: moved to the cabin in the wil- 
1ess it seemed the fresh air and 
ing trips had brought an im- 
vement, but it was not for long. 
soon grew progressively worse 
1 he had lost the use of his 
9s almost entirely and depended 
n Elena for even small things. 
spent his days reading the books 
n the state library which Elena 
»ped up before him on the read- 
tray she had made for him. He 
ied the pages with his chin. 
hough neither Paul nor Elena 
spoken about it, they both tried 
nake things better by being per- 
ntly cheerful about things. Even 
was growing more difficult for 
a as she saw fewer and fewer 
s for the rugs she wove from 


answer prayer when you let him do it his own way and 


“God Really Does Answer Prayer”’ 


L. M. Morton 


the strips people brought her, and 
the bills kept coming. She could not 
work away from home with Paul and 
Baby Bounce to care for. But despite 
the many problems it had brought, 
Elena was grateful because this new 
responsibility with all of its prob- 
lems had brought her closer to God. 
God, who had been but a vague and 
idealistic concept before, had become 
so close that she prayed to him daily 
and naturally as she would speak to 
a friend. 

Elena stopped to open the letters 
in the kitchen. No use worrying 
Paul about the bills, she thought, as 
she nervously tore an end from the 
letter from the gas company. She 
had been out of gas for her kitchen 
range for a week. Luckily she had 
a small heater to cook on. She 
read . . . “We regret that citcum- 
stances make it necessary for us to 
discontinue your gas service until 
your payments are brought up to 
date...” She felt she could not 
really blame them. No sound busi- 
ness can operate indefinitely on 
credit. 

The other was about her request 
for a ton of coal from the lumber 
yard. “Due to our limited supply 
of coal and the early winter, we are 
not filling orders for credit at this 
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time.’’ Elena thought bitterly, “Yes, 
they know I make my living from 
weaving rugs and they are afraid 
they won’t get paid.” She lifted 
the lid from the little heater and 
tossed the letters inside. The little 
pile of wood in the box would not 
last long. It had taken her all after- 
noon yesterday to cut down a tree 
and chop it into blocks with the 
three pound ax which was too heavy 
' for her. Each day the past week she 
had cut wood, consoling herself with 
the thought that any day now the 
fuel truck would arrive with coal 
for her stove. And now there would 
be no coal. Elena stared numbly 
at the wood box as the voice of the 
radio announcer beat into her con- 
sciousness . . . “Storm warning! A 
blizzard is rapidly moving into this 
territory from Canada. Motorists are 
warned not to use the roads unless 
necessary. Temperatures of twenty- 
five to thirty below are expected to- 
might, Repeat: »...\a storm... So. 

Elena gazed out the window into 
the thickening snowfall and 
breathed a prayer to the God she 
knew was near, “Father, bring us 
fuel for our stove, even as you have 
brought us fuel for our soul and 
body. Amen.” 


No use worrying Paul, she told 
herself again, as she entered the 
living room, where Paul was reading 
from a book on prayers that she had 
got him from the library. Sitting 
on the floor, Baby Bounce cooed 
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lovingly to her doll as she tip} 
it back and forth watching the « 
open and shut. She is so lova: 
thought Elena, giving her a ll 
hug as she said, “Mommy's gat 
out to cut some wood for the f 
I'll be back in a little while, Boua 
You be good.” 


Bounce pointed her chubby fir 
at her doll’s eyes and said, ‘Eye 


Paul’s eyes followed Elena’s sli 
figure, dressed in his heavy fl 
jacket, with concern as he saw 
going out to the shed to get | 
ax. That ax is too heavy for } 
he thought. But what else was ti 
to do? He turned back to the be 
on prayer before him and flip» 
the page with his chin. “A pre 
can be answered in the thirtee: 
hour as well as in the twelfth’ 
read. 


Elena reached far into the cor 
of the shed. The ax! Where - 
it? She remembered distinctly 7 
ting it there the day before. 
broom had fallen down when | 
did it. But now the ax was ge 
Could she have been mistaken? 
searched the shed, but found ne 
ing. Then she went outside to le 
thinking she might have leaned 
against the shed . . . possibly, : 
forgotten . ... 

Suddenly she saw tracks in 
snow . . . snow shoe tracks, le 
ing to and away from the ¢ 
door . . . Someone had been th 
last night and the ax was gc 
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faeone has stolen my ax!” she 
j.imed in dismay. “Oh, no!” she 
ned helplessly. “What shall we 
laow for fuel?’ her voice rose 
fearful anxiety as she recalled 
sstorm warning on the radio. 
‘tly on the wings of thought 
: from within the words of Jesus 
$ disciples, “Be ye not anxious.” 
she felt calm again. 

it only were not so far to 
sighbor, she thought, but with 
the summer cabins along the 
empty during the winter, she 
9 have to go to the main road 
nelp and that would mean walk- 
eight miles because the car was 
jin the garage waiting for her 
ay the bill for repairs. 
1e did what she could, gathering 
s from the fallen trees and 
king them against her knee, un- 
the box was full. They would 
last long, but they would help, 
thought. The wind had tfisen 
the blizzard was beginning to 
7 in earnest now. 


1e sat alone in the kitchen with 
ip of coffee. “I was so sure 
| get fuel,” she said, pinching 
: the tears. “I prayed for it. 
rayed for it,’ she repeated, her 
1 bowed upon her arm, now. 
yas not so much the realization 
they were out of fuel as that 
, on whom she depended for 
-in these perplexing situations, 
ed to have ignored her need. 
a moment her faith dangled 
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on a thread. “I did what I could 

.” she said, thoughtfully; and then 
she swallowed the rising doubts 
within her and said firmly, “God 
does answer prayers. There was the 
time Bounce had pneumonia, and 
the time I lost the oar to the boat 
when I was out alone, and . . . oh, 
yes, there have been so many times 

. I know He has heard me.” 

Speaking in a soft whisper as if 
to someone near, Elena breathed, 
“Dear Father in heaven, I know 
that thy will is always for our good. 
I have done what I could: see to 
do. If thou hast chosen another way 
to provide the things we need, I 
know it is a better one. But if this 
is a test of my faith in thee, then 
Lord, help me to keep my eyes on 
thee, unfaltering, even though at 
the twelfth hour my prayers are yet 
unanswered. Thy ways are higher 
than our ways. Thy will be done.” 

Toward evening the wind whipped 
to a new frenzy, sifting snow into 
the cracks around the windows. 
Elena sat on the floor beside Paul’s 
chair, with Bounce, closely snuggled 
in her favorite blanket, resting her 
head upon Elena’s lap as she read 
aloud. 

Her voice rose evenly above the 
sound of the storm as she read 
from the Psalm. 

“Commit thy way unto the Lord: 
trust also in him; and he shall bring 
it to pass.” 

She helped Paul and Bounce into 
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sweaters that night and put coats over 
the beds. At three in the morning 
she put the last of the wood into 
the stove. She spread a woven wool- 
en rug over Bounce in her crib, 
and then she sat quietly on the edge 
of the bed, beside Paul, gazing, as 
though she could see through the 
frosted window into the swirling 
storm beyond. She was unaware of 
Paul’s eyes, watching her, tenderly. 
Her hands resting lightly in her lap, 
she made her thoughts into words, 
“The wood is gone, now Lord. The 
fuel company refused to send coal 
on credit. Someone stole the ax. 
What am I to do now, Father? 
Thy will be done.” 

Paul, watching her, realized, in 
that moment, how great a burden 
Elena had been bearing alone and 
he knew that the source of her 
splendid cheerfulness in the face of 
repeated disappointments was in her 
faith. Feeling that he could not let 
her lose her faith now, Paul, unused 
to prayer, prayed that night; not 
for himself, nor yet for fuel, but 
only that her faith might not be 
shaken. 

Light sifted through the frosted 
window and Elena lay awake, won- 
dering what to say to Paul, who 
would have to be told. Her heart 
ached to spare him the knowledge. 


Her steps echoed in the cold 
house. The fire was out, and on 
the little table in the living room 
her collection of African violets 
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were frozen, black and limp. - 


A sudden stomping arose on 
porch. Elena threw open the di 
to behold, standing before her, 
huge frame of her good natu 
brother, whom she had not seen 
over a year, grinning down at - 
as he stomped the snow from 
boots. 

“Andy!’’ she exclaimed in ast 
ishment. “What ever brings + 
here in such weather?” 

“The weather itself brings 
here,’ he replied with amusema 

Elena thought, everything is am 
ing to Andrew. 

Andrew explained, “I had to 7 
up a chain saw yesterday from 
at Timber Lodge. Thing was) 
dull, I took it to town and |} 
it sharpened. Was so late wher: 
was done, that when I heard 
storm warning on the radio I dect« 
to come out here instead of -goc 
home. Thought I could reach | 
before the roads were blocked, | 
as it happened, my old car got ti 
of bucking snow about a mile | 
the road so I spent the rest of 
night in an empty cabin there: 
dug her out this morning only; 
get stuck again in that snow t 
you call a driveway.” He was g: 
ning again, glad to see her. 

“I’m so glad you came, Anc 
said Elena, and she told him qu: 
ly of the plight in which they fo 
themselves, adding . “I 
tried to keep Paul from know 
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|. it would make him feei so 
jpless and a burden, you know.” 
» face sought his anxiously, for 
}erstanding. 

adrew threw back his big head 
| laughed aloud, startling Elena. 
fn he said, “Looks like I’m a 
Isenger from the gods today! 
‘e I come, through snow up to 
ET bringing as me a chain 


newly sharpened and a new 
too. I bought one for Gertie, be- 
se mine is too heavy for her, 
says. That chain saw will cut 
ot of trees in a day and . 
it have the trees haven’t you?” 
asked. 
ind now Elena was laughting 
, “Oh, yes, we have the trees.” 
| said, “But that chain saw would 
.too heavy for me. The ax, 
agh, I can use. Vl give you a 


. for it.” 
Fine!” continued Andrew, ignor- 
the last part. “You use the 


Tl use the saw. I won't be 
ag anywhere for a couple of 
s, until they plow out these roads. 
cut them down and saw them 
» blocks. You trim the branches. 
's get started.” Andrew was a 
1 of action. He hated quibbling. 
“hey worked together, side by side, 
when they were children on the 
n, with a steady rhythm. By the 
_of the second day the wood shed 
; ranked high with wood. An- 
w was shoveling out the drive- 
7 when the snow plow came 
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growling past. Elena hated to see 
her brother leaving. She wished she 
could speak to him of the faith 
in her heart but she was afraid to 
lest he should laugh at her. She 
could not bear to have him laugh 
at her faith, so she said nothing. 
He left the ax with her, saying he 
would get Gertie another. She in- 
sisted he take the woolen rug, de- 
spite his protestations. 

That evening, Elena, despite the 
lameness in her arms, felt a glow 
of gladness within that made her 
want to celebrate. She made hot 
chocolate. As she held Paul’s cup 
for him to drink she felt compelled 
to speak. “You know, Paul, God 
really does answer prayer . . . when 
you let him do it his own way and 
keep» your. faith: 37 =A. pote ‘of 
joy ran through her speech, like a 
golden thread. 


Paul’s eyes shone upon her and 
his voice was husky with feeling as 


he replied, “I know Elena. He does. 
You see... I heard you pray last 
night ... and... I prayed too. 


Sometimes it takes a little while for 
the answer to reach us and it does 
not arrive until the thirteenth hour.” 

“The thirteenth hour,’ murmured 
Elena, happily. “We must remem- 
ber that . . . for next time.” 

Thus was born a new warmth 
between them and Elena knew that 
she need no longer shield Paul from 
trouble, for now they both shared 
the shield of faith. 


@ “If your motor won’t run in high gear you can always try second.” 


Keep Your Mental Motor Running 


Verle Andres 


HEN GRANDMA WAS SEV- 
ENTY she came to live 
with us. Well, not 


exactly to live with us—she really 
came to die with us. I remember 
how awed we kids were by the 
clothes she kept in her bottom draw- 
er. She was to be laid out in these. 

However, long before she died 
at the age of eighty-six, her silk 
dress had rotted; the coarse white 
gown and underwear had turned yel- 
low in the drawer. Day after day 
she sat reading her Bible, patiently 
waiting for the end. 

Sixteen years, waiting to die! Six- 
teen years without a whooping an- 
ticipation or a vital new enthusiasm 
or a forward urge. For while Grand- 
ma’s mind was unclouded, : resigna- 
tion had blanketed the present in a 
dreamlike haze. 

My husband’s grandmother, on the 
other hand, ignored death complete- 
ly. At ninety-six, when she died, 
she was busy hooking rugs (a brand 
new skill) for the bungalow she 
planned to build the following 
spring. In her late eighties she had 
broken her hip and wrist and no 
one bothered to set them. Too old, 
the doctors said. So she promptly 
ignored her crippled body, too. 

In a wheel chair at home, lean- 
ing on a crutch and cane when 
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she went out, she traveled eve 
where, saw everything. I ne 
heard her say she felt sick, or t 
she ached, or was even tired. . 
laughed a lot, was intensely curic 
and adored new hats. The day 
fore she died, she sailed her old 
across the room in disgust. “TJ 
dowdy oid thing!” she said. 

What, I wondered, makes 
difference? Why do some pec 
drop life long before life dri 
them? While others, ofttimes crt 
ly handicapped, savor life to 
last breath? 

I determined to find out. 

To discover the secret of old 
with zip and zest, I went to : 
Halpin. At seventy-nine, Nat is | 
youngest man I know. He we 
every day. He is also an arc 
gardener, lecturer, baseball and tf 
ball fan. He is keenly aware of 
affairs of today. Besides, he is | 
to be with. | 

Nat chuckled at my intens 
“Well, now don’t you be too H 
on your poor grandmother. She i 
the only one to chuck the fight. T 
John Stevens, my neighbor. I! 
ways feel like taking flowers ¢ 
to decorate the grave he’s dug. 
himself.”’ : 

Five years ago, at sixty-five, J! 
retired, Nat told me. Since tk 


j;wling on his porch in summer, 
Ia read hundreds of detective 
fies. In winter, clad in an old 
water and slippers, he stays glued 
jis leather chair. Here he alter- 


But to John, current news has 
'€ meaning. He no longer takes 
rital part in life. His health is 
id. But he stoops a little now, 
ffles when he walks. 

John’s time is running down,” 
t said, “not out. And I’ve seen 
1 like him sitting on benches in 
tida by the dozens.” 

Nat lighted his cigar and puffed 
tile in silence. “You know,” he 
1 finally, ‘‘you read a lot about 
ring. Growing old gracefully. 
is is pure bunk. You don’t have 
grow old at all. Of course your 
ly wears out. But the age of your 
id is the age of you, and don’t 
forget it. You aren’t going to 
e a darned thing out of it in 
rt late years that you didn’t plant 
re yourself. If it creaks when 
try to use it, don’t blame old 
. Kick yourself. You let it rust. 
body kills your zest for living. 
1 let it die like John. John hasn't 
ly used his mind, churned it 
good, in thirty years. He just 
ited to be sixty-five so he could 
fe. 

Jat sighed. “What he really re- 
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tired from was life.” 

“Don’t most of us use our minds?” 
I asked. 

“Not much,” he said. “What 
most people take for learning is just 
an accumulation of bull-headed prej- 
udices. Didn’t someone say: “The 
trouble isn’t that people are so ig- 
norant—it’s just that they know so 
much that isn’t so.’”’ 

He chuckled, relishing the words. 
‘People stop learning, studying, in- 
quiring, getting new ideas, perfect- 
ing new skills way too soon. In fact, 
if we really live, we never stop. 
Most people aren’t dumb, or lacking 
in talents, either. But it’s easier to 
blame poor old downtrodden Fate 
for your dull life than it is to keep 
stoking your mind with ideas.” 

“So many signs clutter up the 
highways these days,’ Nat went on, 
“someone ought to post a few like 
‘WARNING: Deep Rut Ahead. 
Keep your mental motor running!” 

“Weil, be specefic, Nat’ I said. 
“How do you keep out of the rut?” 

“Learn something new — really 
new, every year of your life. Read 
at least one book a year that’s way 
over your head, makes your mental 
wheels grind. Cultivate one new 
friend a year that’s way off. your 
usual beat, does something you don’t 
know about. Don’t waste your en- 
ergy on trifles, little worries, feuds, 
dislikes. Save all your mental 
strength for the big pushes. Learn 
about growing things. Read Thor- 
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eau's Walden “til you know it by 
heart. Keeps you simple, from get- 
ting too educated for your brains. 
Enjoy little everyday things. They're 
always around to enjoy. Things like 
the sunset, flight of the birds, chil- 
dren’s apple-red winter faces, the 
smell of clover. Appreciating, no- 
ticing, keeps your senses young, 
keen.” 

Nat stood up. “And above all, 
keep your curiosity whetted. Learn 
to wonder, to ask why. Then you 
find the answers yourself. Nothing 
is really yours until you dig for it. 
If you keep learning, make learning 
a habit, you'll never find a place to 
stop and grow old. 

“Now, then,” Nat concluded, 
“it's up to you. Not sow, but zf 
you grow old.” 

That talk with Nat was some 
years ago. Since that time, I have 
done some invaluable reading, found 
the way to adventure in living, and 
had fun. My new friends—a fas- 
cinating assortment—have generated 
ideas in me I couldn’t have stirred 
up alone. 

There’s my friend Anton. AI- 
though Anton has a scientific, in- 
quiting mind, he never had a chance 
at school or travel. His work is 
dull; his life should be narrow. But 
it isn't. To Anton, life is exciting. 

His hobby is collecting butterflies, 
By now, he has thirty thousand 
mounted, besides the hundreds he 
has donated to museums and private 


Wit 
collections. A member of the £ 
idoptera Society, he exchanges sp: 
mens and data with collections) 
foreign lands. He lectures to sa 
groups, clubs. 

“All you need to start a life: 
adventure,’ he says, “is a nett 
few jars, a couple of simple bod 
(The U. S. Government puts 
one.) Anyone who is lonely « 
can walk,” he urges, “should — 
come a butterfly collector.” 

Then there is the elderly librar 
with sparkling eyes and the voc 
ulary of a buccaneer who initia: 
me into deep sea treasure hunti 
After reading Reisberg’s I Dive 1 
Treasure, 1 was so enchanted tha 
spent a winter reading about the s: 
ken treasures of the West Ind: 
This led me to Beebe’s books 
life beneath the sea. 

And there is John, a man I + 
the gentle janitor. It was he who 
troduced me to Whitehead’s Adv 
ture in Ideas, DuNouy’s Hur 
Destiny. 

Reading these, I was puzz! 
knowing how little formal ede 
tion John had. For while I fox 
them wonderfully rewarding re 
ing, I nearly cracked my brains pk 
ing through them. 

I asked John if he understc 
these books. He smiled: ‘Very 
tle, I'm afraid. But I try. I gu 
I just like to know that these gi 
men believe, as I do, in a Div 
plan, in a Master Planner. The 
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uly smart. But humble, too.” 
Id Dad Summers is a passion- 
zardener. At seventy-five he runs 
his three acres to keep ahead 
‘he seasons. He whipped me in- 
bhape as a gardener. No one 
s me on manure any more. Be- 
s, he gave me Donald Culross 
tie’s books which are unsur- 
ed for learning clothed in beau- 
| I especially love Flowering 
ld. 
ight now I’m deep in cultural 
wopology (inspired by a friend 
spent a year in Africa), which 
 highfallutin’ name for studying 
habits of people. I liked Hersk- 
’ book Man and his Works al- 
igh it wasn’t easy going for me. 
as a result of this reading, I 
2 a feeling of spiritual brother- 
d for all peoples, everywhere. 
ty group, I know now, loves his 
ure just as we love ours. And 
problems, desires, are much the 
e. Dr. Schweitzer, the famous 
ican missionary doctor, says this, 
When asked what the African 
ks about, he replied: “What you 
k about.” 


* * * 


I have only just a minute, Only 
Forced upon me, can’t refuse it. 
But it’s up to me to use it; 
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In addition, I have learned Span- 
ish, joined a Great Books course, 
discovered that art is for everybody, 
and done considerable writing. I 
know this isn’t much, but it is a 
beginning. And I’m just a kid yet— 
only fifty. It helps me to know I 
have proved, myself, that Nat was 
right: that, if I keep plugging, there 
will always be a new door to open 
into a more fascinating life. 

My notebook encourages me, too. 
As I read, I jot down passages that 
strike me, fit in with my ideas. 
This I do recommend! In time, your 
notebook will provide a peephole 
into your own character, be indicative 
of your own growth. 

Then, too, it contains my prayer: 

Lord, deliver me from blinking 
out my earthly days like a contented 
toad. Let me find your works for- 
ever new, wonderful, challenging. 
Let me pass on, please, while I’m 
hepped to the heels over a new 
project. While I’m here, let me 
learn to ignore my creaky body. I'll 
be so grateful, Father, if you just 
help me to keep my mental motor 
running. 


* %* * 


sixty seconds in it, 
Didn’t see it, didn’t choose it, 


I must suffer if I lose it, Give account if I abuse it, 


Just a tiny little minute, But eternity is in it. 


Source Unknown 


Thoughts Farthest Out... .. . « Norman K. Elli 


A QUESTION OF BELIEF: MARY 


‘And Mary said to the angel, ‘How can this be, since I have 
husband?’ ’’—Luke 1:34 


When Gabriel announced to Mary that she was to bear a son § 
was naturally troubled, but Mary believed the angel. By faith Mary 
lieved the impossible because she believed God, and God revealed Hij 
self and His plans to her because He had a channel of faith to @ 
through. \ 


Later on the angel tells her that her cousin, Elizabeth, has ce 
ceived and will also bear a son, and Mary goes to her and it is here th} 
we have her paean of praise, “My soul magnifies the Lord, and : 
spirit rejoices in God my Saviour, for he has regarded the low est 
of his handmaiden.”’ Mary believed in a God who was interested in lit 
people, little people of ‘low estate,” and a God who believed in sv 
little people to the extent of entering their lives and their affairs. 


Did you ever stop to think what might have happend if M 
had been the sophisticated intellectual who could not possibly have 
cepted such a preposterous plan as was outlined to her by the ang 
And I wonder at times how many potential ‘“‘Marys” there are in t! 
world for whom God has tremendous plans, plans that never come: 
life because of unbelief on the part of these ‘“Marys.’’ Those who ha 
meant most to this world are people of simple and all-encompassing fai 
Many of them were men and women of great intellectual training, | 
their training and their intelligence were always subordinate to tt 
ultimate faith in God and His promises. When their limited hurr 
intelligence came into conflict with their faith in God, their faith in G 
always won out. 


The Christmas story, the teal Christmas story, is a story of ¢ 
parts. One part is the plan, the Divine Plan, that God has for indil 
duals. The other part is the receptive faith of the individual and t 
individual’s belief in a God who enters human affairs. They go togett 
hand in hand. Each is essential. One without the other is stillb 
When they meet, God’s revelations and power enter the scene of huni 
history, and the angels again sing, “Glory to God in the highest, and| 
earth peace and goodwill.” i 
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A QUESTION OF BELIEF: ZECHARIAH 


| “And Zechariah said to the angel, ‘How shall I know this? For I 
) an old man, and my wife is advanced in years’ ”’—Luke 1:18 


| Zechariah and his wife had faithfully served the Lord, ‘walking 
all the commandments and ordinances of the Lord blameless.” They 
1 undoubtedly kept a daily devotional vigil, they had without ques- 
jn done many good works in the name of their God, they had fulfilled 
sir duties in the church with humbleness and effectiveness, and they 
'd dedicated their lives to the service of mankind. Yet, something was 
ssing, for when the greatest event in Zechariah’s life happened, he was 
ind wanting. He did not believe the angel. 


There are many similarities between the angel’s visit to Zechariah 
d the visit to Mary. The difference comes after each questions the 
gel. After Zechariah’s question, Gabriel goes no further than to 
1 him that he has brought him good news and that he shall be 
mb because of his disbelief; after Mary's question the angel goes on 
explain how it will happen. Zechariah’s reaction had been, ‘‘Impos- 
le! My wife and I are too old.”’ Mary’s reaction had been, “I don’t 
> how it can be but I believe you. How is it going to happen?” One 
lieved; the other did not. 


We can see a lot of Zechariah in all of us. Perhaps we started off 
the Christian life with enthusiasm and belief in prayer, only to find 
time went by and results were not as we had hoped that we retreated 
o the ritual of church attendance, circle meetings, service projects, and 
ily devotional readings. All these could be done without expecting too 
ich. We were doing what everyone else was doing, and spiritual — 
lure was divided among so many that the personal sting was taken 
ay from it. But personal belief and faith is an arena of aloneness 
ere we recognize that, as the promises of God are true, failure must 
on our part and not on His. Let us not shrink from this aloneness. 
ther, enter it daily with wonder and expectancy that when the message 
the Lord comes to us we shall believe! 


AD: A Reporter Finds God Through Spiritual Healing, Emily 
al. $3.50 
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UNDER ORDERS 


So you also, when you have done all that is commanded you, 
‘We are unworthy servants; we have only done what was our duty” 


—~Tuke i 


y 


I heard somone tell a little group how she had steadfastly heli 
Christian principles and action and feelings in the midst of temptat 
to become angry, spiteful, and hateful. As the group listened with 
attention I heard little murmurs like, “I think that is wonderful . . 
don’t see how you did it . . . That’s more than I would have done 
etc. And yet I wonder. I wonder if there is anything to be p 
about in such “‘triumphs.” I wonder if the person speaking had 
received her reward in the adulation of the group of listeners. As 
wonder about the perspective from which such Christian actions 
“wonderful.” According to Jesus, she merely did her duty. “When 
have done all that is commanded you, say ‘. . . we have only done * 
was our duty.’ ” 


What did Jesus command us to do? A new commandment I 
unto you that you love one another as I have loved you . f 
your enemies . . . Bless them that curse you . . . Pray for them) 
persecute you . . . Forgive everyone, no matter how often they giv 
cause . . . Do unto others as you would have others do unto you. 


| 
To the man of this world, these commands are foolish, unten 


and unthinkable. But they are this only when viewed from the: 
spective of this world. ‘““You must be born again,” said the ma 
and in this new, born-again state the injunctions to love, bless, pray,’ 
give, and serve are the natural and normal standards of conduct. I 
think these attitudes are extraordinary, it is the “old man” in us rez 
his savage head. Begone with such reactions. Make the standarc 
the Kingdom normal conduct. We are under orders, the order! 
Jesus Christ. 


READ: The Living of These Days, Harry Emerson Fosdick. $ 


| REPORTER FINDS GOD 
UGH SPIRITUAL HEALING, 
Gardiner Neal. Morehouse-Gor- 
$3.50. 192 pages. It’s been a long 
bince I have come across as faith- 
a book as this one. The author 
} reporter who is introduced to the 
subject of spiritual healing by 
z a neighbor to a healing service, 
in the back of the church and 
a lump on someone’s neck disap- 
‘She sees it and yet does not believe 
nat begins a long investigation of 
val healing that ends with her 
sion. It would be difficult to find 
Jore skeptical in the beginning and 
{| more faith in the closeness and 
yility of God in the end. Here is 
me with a keen, inquisitive, and 
zal mind who is finally won by 
ce. It is interesting and helpful 
te also that her experience comes 
within the orthodox church. She 
| a wonderful differentiation be- 
“faith healing’ and “spiritual heal- 
showing that the two are not the 
, One depends on oneself; the other 
id I wish every minister and every- 
ho sits in a pew on Sunday would 
copy of this book and read it. it 
be disturbing to many, but it will 
Christian, healthy disturbance that 
ded with an open mind and re- 
» spirit will open new horizons of 
al adventure. 


IVES, GLORY AND GOD, Henry 
rong. Revell, $2.95. 256 pages. 
yyone interested in the world of 
the name of Henry Armstrong is 
mown. Just a few years ago, box- 
ns followed his exploits with avid 
t, for Henry is the only man to 
three world championships 
rweight, lightweight and welter- 
. This is the story of his poverty- 
n beginning, his rise in the brutal 
of fights, the glorious days when 
med invincible, the slide downhill, 
sery and degradation of a drunken 


Books of Interest 


Norman K. Elliott 


and forgotten bum, his conversion and 
later ordination to the ministry. It’s a 
man’s story and it’s a young man’s story. 
It’s a story of a mother and sister who 
believed in him when no one else did. 
It’s also the story of answered prayers; 
and it’s-the story of the insistent voice 
of God finally claiming victory when no 
one else can see anything that remotely 
resembled victory. I’d recommend it for 
men, young and old, and sports’ fans. It’s 
a witness to the power of the gospel in 
a way that will be compelling to many. 
I liked it. 


THE LIVING OF THESE DAYS, 
Harry Emerson Fosdick. Harper, $4.00. 
324 pages. This is the famous minister’s 
autobiography. I must say that it is 
delightfully stimulating,  self-effacingly 
honest, humble spirited, maturely toler- 
ant, soul challenging, and humanly 
warm. That is saying a lot, In fact, there 
is not much more one could say about 
a really good book. All told, I found the 
story of Fosdick’s life one of the most 
soul-satisfying books I have ever read. 
That takes in a lot of time and many 
many books, but this one deserves it. It’s 
the sort of a book you will want to 
keep and dip into once in awhile. 

I would say, more than anything 
else, that this is the story of the growth 
of a soul, and that soul is still growing. 
He frankly says that some of his earlier 
ideas have changed, as they should have, 
but he also gives the cultural context 
that made those earlier ideas plausible 
and necessary. Dr. Fosdick is a liberal, 
but he is not a radical. In fact, one is 
constantly thrilled at his mature liberalism 
that refuses to be dogmatic about even 
“liberalism.” In the middle 1920’s he 
was hailed as a champion by the liberals, 
damned as a heretic by fundamentalists 
and scorned by radicals. One wonders 
today what all the shouting was about, 
for the ideas he voiced then are now 
rather commonly accepted, at least by a 
large segment. But regardless, what 
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stands out in this life, is a deeply sensi- 
tive, Christian soul, and a courageously 
honest, inquiring intellect. And in his 
lifetime here was a man for whom tre- 
ligion and religious beliefs had to be 
translated into social and economic ac- 
tion. 

There are enough paragraphs and sen- 
tences in this book to keep one thinking 
creatively for a long time. One does 
not always have to agree with his ideas, 
but whether agreeing or disagreeing with 
them, one will be forced to come to some 
conclusions of his own. J like the man in 
this book. I like the way he faced up 
to the distressing experiences of life, ex- 
periences that might have been tragic; 
and I like the way he faced up to the 
intoxicating experiences that might have 
turned his head, but did not. And, I 
like his outlook for the future which is 


summarized in the last paragraph of 
book: F 

“Nevertheless, at threescore-years: 
eighteen I find this generation the 
stimulating, exciting, provocative -— 
promising —- era I have ever see 
read about. I am not yet ready 2 
I want to see what is going to ha 
next. Like the French editor, carrie 
tumbrel through the streets of Paris & 
guillotine, I would say: ‘It is te 
to cut off my head; I want to see 
all this is coming out.’ Prophetie,: 
minative ideas are here; there are 
doors of possibility for good as wa 
evil, which did not exist when I 
born; and though I am an old m 
share at least a little the hopeful | 
of the young, facing life, as Loweli | 
with ’the rays of morning on their 
Shields of Expectation! ” 


Thank God I’m a redcap.” 


i 
) 


( 


lis account of the group at New 
’s Grand Central Station—T rack 
5 taken from a talk given by 
jon Young at Wainwright House 
tober, 1955. He and nearly 30 
men came together from as far 

as Atlanta, Toronto, Cleveland 
en gstown to share their ex- 
ince in groups, and to study the 
‘ton of the group. 


WAS BORN into the church as 
i youngster, but I strayed away 
‘rom it. I was out of the church 
t eighteen years—a very un- 
y person. In the old days I 
ed to be happy. I wanted to 
ay. I wanted to have fun and 
y of it. 

thought that the things that 
d give me this happiness and 
vould be material things; know- 
influential people. And I was 
ag to boll over Tom, Dick, and 
y to get these materials things 
fe. Never could get them. 

| a redcap I was in a turmoil, 
hamed of the job I got—that I 
today—for I thought it was too 
al a job. It was a mule’s job, 
ing bags. I didn’t count in the 


was through a lay person that 


he Prayer Group Meets on Track 13 


Ralston Young 


I found the church again after 
eighteen years; a very simple lay 
person. That life that I saw in that 
elderly woman just struck me be- 
tween the eyes. And I really can say 
that I found Christ eighteen years 
ago. It’s an electrifying experience. 
I think unless we have had this per- 
sonal experience we ought to seek 
it. 

It was a very painful experience. 
Conversion is something that hits 
your heart and turns you over and 
can be very, very painful. But it’s 
also rewarding. That Sunday 
brought tears to my eyes and I went 
home and got down on my knees and 
said, “God, do come in, and take 
over.” You see I had a vastness in 
my heart that I knew had to be 
filled. A vacuum. I think each and 
every one of us has that vacuum. 
Unless it is filled we are restless, 
we're dissatisfied people. 

There’s such a deep gap from 
Sunday to Sunday. I found myself 
getting into a lot of mischief from 
Monday to Saturday. That’s where 
I need my Christianity, on the job. 
And so I wanted fellowship on the 
job. I knew that the only thing I 
could do was to pray about this 
thing. .I prayed for about six months 


nted from Christian Laymen, July 1956, by permission. 


ay 
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continuously. I thought that God 
had sent me to be a redcap. I 
got hold of this redcap and we 
had fellowship, but then it went 
down the drainpipe because Ralston 
was so much involved in craving this 
group. I didn’t give God a chance 
to really send someone to me. 

Well, He did send me to a fellow 
who operates an elevator in the Gray- 
bar Building. I confronted this man 
and told him what I wanted. He 
said, ‘Okay, let’s start.’ So ten 
years ago we started the group in 
Grand Central. First we started on 
the west side of the waiting room 
on Wednesdays at twelve o'clock. 

Some people think that to create 
a group you’ve got to have a whole 
lot of people. No, you haven’t got 
to have a lot of people. If you can 
find one man with yourself with 
Christ in the center of your life, 
then you’ve got a crowd. 


We went along on Wednesdays, 
just this man and myself, sitting on 
the west side of the waiting room 
of Grand Central. I discovered a 
love for people. In the old days, 
love extended to the immediate fam- 
ily, to my brothers, sisters and moth- 
er. That was as far as your love 
could extend. But I saw that this 
love was far reaching, so much so 
to a man of other than my own race, 
that I really loved him. 

As we continued in this fellow- 
ship, people in the Graybar Build- 
ing, the Lincoln Building, the Chan- 


Ww, 


nel Building would come in dt 
lunch time and join us; diffe 
characters, different backgrey 
different denominations, diffé 
races. It’s wonderful how God 
really fill a group with people: 
with spirituality. 

And so we created a scene 
in the waiting room. People w 
look at us. I remember one: 
a fellow passed by and _ saick 
wonder what those crazy guys 
doing there sitting down with 
heads bowed.” We were cons: 
of that and after about a year 
fellow said, ‘“Let’s find a mor 
clusive place.” 

I thought about Track 13 
at Grand Central which is a st¢ 
track. There isn’t any activitt 
that track from eight-thirty iri 
morning till about four-thirty is 
afternoon. 

We've been on Track 13 ; 
nine years in the dark railroad c 
not only Wednesdays, but 
times a week, Monday, Wedne 
Friday, at 12 o'clock. You'll: 
me in my uniform outside the: 
where we assemble and go « 
to this dark railroad coach. 
purpose of Track 13 is to 
person know that Christianity: 
be applied in their everyday 
of life very, very successfully. 
those not connected with the ct 
we give them a preview of : 
the church is really like. 


There are two men and n 


| 


i 
you might call the core of Track 
it’s very close to our hearts and 
“e very sensitive to the people 
some in. We listen to their ex- 
sons to find out what’s really 
iting them, what’s really gnaw- 
it their insides. We have had 
‘wonderful conversions on Track 
We have had a young business- 
go into the ministry and is now 
ing a church in Miami, Flori- 
e have had people who were 
connected with the church and 
ino church life whatever who 
ow active in the church. I be- 
we have left this kind of work 
ong and too much to the min- 
| I think the time has come 
, our Christianity will not mean 
| to us unless we are really 
ag this new experience, that we 
found with Christ. If we keep 
certainly will die in us. We've 
o share it. 

; not just a matter of man com- 
n to have fellowship with us. 
s fine and wonderful, but it 
beyond that. It’s really loving 
nan. It’s really taking an inter- 
. him in every phase of his life 
he is willing to expose to you. 
eve had a man by the name of 
Spaulding. He’s 87 years old. 
in Yonkers. For about five 
Mr. Spaulding would come to 
d Central three times a week 
one purpose, and that was to 
1 Track 13. Now he is physi- 
unable to do so, yet, still, we 
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keep in touch with him by telephone, 
cards. Sometimes we get a group of 
men and we go to his home and we 
have fellowship with him. 

We have another fellow who came 
in from Long Island yesterday whom 
we hadn’t seen in about six months. 
When I spoke to Mr. Spaulding he 
said, “Tell Jack I want to see him.” 
Well, Jack was to Track 13 yester- 
day, and I could give Jack the mes- 
sage. 

You see it’s keeping in fellowship 
regardless of whether a man comes 
or not. Call him up on the tele- 
phone. Drop him a card. Find out 
what’s the matter with him. On 
Track 13, we are closely in contact 
with each other. These two men and 
myself can actually put our fingers 
on each other today, right through 
the days, right through the weeks. 
They know where I am, I know 
where they are. I can get them by 
telephone, I can by word of mouth, 
and I think that is the core of Track 
5), 

Now Track 13 hasn’t been a bed 
of roses, not by any means. A lot 
of laughter, a lot of gaiety, a lot 
of sadness, a lot of tears. 

There’s one man that’s been com- 
ing down to Track 13 about five 
years; a businessman. Within the 
last two years or so a lot of things 
have happened to that man’s life. 
His wife took sick. She died from 
cancer. His two children were grad- 
uated from Princeton. These three 
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men, two men and myself, went to 
his son’s dedication into the minis- 
try. We went to this boy’s wedding, 
his wife’s funeral; right through his 
life. We prayed for him. We stuck 
with him. 

I believe that we have got friends 
that we couldn’t get into church 
with a team of horses. They'd shy 
away from it. But can’t we get them 
into the living room? We certainly 
can. We can get them into our of- 
fices. We work with them. We 
find them on the street cars, on the 
busses, on the subway. Let’s make 
our work place our workshop, some- 
thing of a dedicated place, our desk 
a place where people would come in 
and begin to really share this new 
quality of life. I mean that Chris- 
tianity isn’t going to mean much to 
us unless we are really bringing oth- 
ers to Christ. 


With so many of us Christianity 
and the church is like being on a 
railroad train. All we are going for 
is the ride. We are not willing to 
be a member of the crew. Now to 
be a member of the crew means that 
you have to get out of your seat, 
gotta stop being a pew warmer sit- 
ting in the pew just enjoying the 
sermon, hymn singing and what not, 
then going home and it is all over 
with, 

Sometimes it can be very painful. 
Sometimes men go off on different 
tangents and you won’t see them 
again, but God will send new peo- 


| 
| 
Wi 
ple. We have a new man now f. 
The Laymen’s Movement who 
wonderful converted person. | 
he’s marvelous, why he’s really sp 
ing Track 13 now. All we haw 
do is sit down and listen to | 
He’s like a ball of fire. 


It’s not only going for the. 
but being a member of the 
I think that what helps me to — 
member of the crew: 1) I've: 
to be a part of the church, gi 
church every Sunday, regardles: 
how I feel. Even sometimes ¥ 
I do not feel able to go every 
day. 2) To have fellowship irr 
home with my wife. There isi 
time when I feel much closer te 
wife, than when we ate really 
ing fellowship. It’s a rich rew 
ing experience when we sit « 
day by day with some book of : 
itation; the Bible, and we comp 
with God together. 3) Read! 
Bible every day. I’ve found that 
has a message for me ae 
every time I read the Bible. 


It’s a wonderful thing how 7 
13 helps me in my job. You }| 
it's not everyone who is trav 
through Grand Central that is ¢. 
to Niagara Falls on a honeyn 
not by a long shot. The pe 
are traveling through a death: 
or sick calls. 

I'm a very important perso? 
the New York Central Systen: 
redcap. You see, I can make 
trip just miserable for you if I. 


, I can send you away with a 
}in your heart. I can make it 
iserable for you that you will 
want to ride the New York 
‘al Railroad anymore. After all, 
Chairman of the Board, Robert 
'g, doesn’t come into contact 
| the traveling public. But I 
pent the railroad. When I get 
bag it’s in the hands of the 
York Central Railroad, not on- 
edcap. And the thing for me 
» is to carry your bag and to 
‘yond, to track down the things 
you cannot get into that suit- 


| 
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case. There are plenty of them, too. 
Your sorrows, your griefs, your dis- 
appointments, your bereavement, 
your anxiety. You know. Traveling 
is a vety excitable thing. The red- 
cap is the first one to greet you 
when you come in your taxicab or 
your private car and he is the last 
one to bid you goodbye. 

Thank God, I’m a redcap, and 
I can be of assistance to people. You 
see it’s not a menial job anymore, 
it’s not the degrading job anymore. 
It’s an uplifting job as a servant 
of the people. 


| Se) 


His Infinite Riches 


Annie Johnson Flint 


He giveth more grace when the burdens grow greater, 
He sendeth more strength when the labors increase. 
To added affliction He addeth His mercy, 

To multiplied trials His multiplied Peace. 


| When we have exhausted our store of endurance, 
When our strength has failed ere the day is half done, 
When we reach the end of our hoarded resources, 

Our Father’s full giving has only begun. 


His love has no limit, His grace has no measure, 
His power no boundary known unto men. 

| For out of His infinite riches in spirit 

| He giveth and giveth and giveth again. 


@ “The most important step in mastering midnights is turning to God in pia 


Making Possibilities out of 
Impossibilities 


Aylesa Forsee 


N ADMIRAL in the British 
Navy once complained to 
Prime Minister William 


Pitt that he had been given an im- 
possible assignment. Picking up the 
ctutches on which he had to walk, 
Pitt shook them at the admiral and 
shouted, “You talk about impossi- 
bilities. Sir, I walk on impossibili- 
tesa 

Gray days of the spirit come to 
all of us when we are confronted by 
what seem to be impossible assign- 
ments— illness, financial disaster, loss 
of a loved one. At such times our 
hearts lose courage. It is as if some- 
thing at the very center of our being 
had failed us. 

When depression strikes we need 
to realize that discouragement is on- 
ly an attitude of mind. The im- 
portant thing is not what happens, 
but how we respond. It isn’t real- 
ly the doctor’s verdict or a thought- 
less act on the part of someone dear 
to us that makes us miserable, it’s 
our own reaction. The poet John 
Ruskin said, “There is no bad weath- 
er, only different kinds of good 
weather.’’ No weather either mate- 
rial or mental is bad, unless we take 
it badly. 

We have to learn to adjust. All 
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of us know individuals who i 
face of one reverse after ana 
have picked themselves up and 
on with an undaunted spirit. 1 
garian Joseph Pulitzer came to 
country as a penniless immig 
During the Civil War he serve 
a cavalryman. After his discl! 
he worked as a stoker on a £ 
boat, later he stevedored on the: 
sissippi River. One day he ¢ 
job as a cub reporter on a St. | 
newspaper. Handicapped by) 
broken English and educational | 
Joseph studied and worked rf 
lessly. He not only became a 
known journalist and _ editor, 
also was elected to Congress. 
height of his career he sud 
went blind. But this limitation « 
stop Joseph Pulitzer. He went! 
on setting new standards of 
cellence in the newspaper bu 
By establishing prizes in journi 
which have been continued 
his death, he encouraged othe 
higher achievements. : 

Even if physical disabilities # 
us confined or bedridden w 
still live and learn. If our 
won't run in high gear, wap 
always try second. An elder 
thritic widow chose this course : 


iacrifice her independence and 
e a burden to her children. 
x her large home she moved 
tiny but comfortable two-room 
Here by ingenious gadgets 
devices like kitchen chairs 
ed on rollers she cares for 
* and manages most of her 
nold duties. Although her 
"are somewhat crippled she 
a livelihood knitting and cro- 
x baby clothes and _ other 
Her television set is used 
infrequently. “Y’m just too 
to do much watching,” she 
as. For fourteen years this 
1 instead of giving in to pain 
oneness has found a way to 
appily and usefully. 
‘we would only take time to 
our blessings our misfortunes 
is loom nearly so large. But 
life gets rough we are likely 
‘only the boulders in the path 
fl a group of farmers in. an 
ard hit by drouth. Standing 
comparing their plight they 
ined bitterly about the lack 
. and the hardships that would 
apon them if the crops failed. 
: one of them said quietly, 
‘he Lord has been good to us 
‘er times. And even now we 
. lot to be thankful for—our 
' freedom, friends.” 
1 when things seem the worst 
‘ve cause for gratitude. But 
' of exercising it we often be- 
‘like trees weighted down in 
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a sleet storm. After the darkness 
of a storm the sun always melts 
the sleet and the trees stand erect 
again. There is no more permanency 
to our troubles than there is to 
sleet.In the midst of a storm that 
batters us we can always know that 
this too will pass away. Ultimately 
the warmth of God’s love will melt 
the sleet away. 


There are things we can do to 
help us emerge from the devastat- 
ing effects of emotional storms. Mu- 
sic, especially singing, can be a great 
spirit lifter. Turning to some of 
the old hymns can often give us an 
outlet even if we feel that any de- 
sire to sing has died within us. In 
the sixteenth chapter of the Acts of 
the Apostles we read about Paul and 
Silas who had been thrown into 
prison because they healed a slave 
girl. For them it was midnight both 
figuratively and literally. But just 
when the night must have seemed 
the blackest, Paul and Silas prayed 
and sang. Midnight did not master 
them, they mastered the midnight. 
By singing through our midnights 
we too can get release from appal- 
ling blackness and find new hope. 
Furthermore through so doing 
we may infuse courage in others. 

There are many ways of helping 
others aside from our songs and as 
we seek to lighten the burdens of 
those around us we forget our own. 
One disheartened shut-in had a tel- 
ephone installed at his bedside. The 
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messages of cheer that came to him 
would help him pass the time, he 
thought. Then he got the idea of 
calling hospital patients and other 
shut-ins. Almost invariably he dis- 
covered they were even more handi- 
capped or dispirited than he was. He 
became so interested in trying to pass 
along words of encouragement that 
his own difficulties were almost for- 
gotten and a joyous faith replaced 
his despondent self-pity. 

Another spirit lifter is reading 
inspirational literature or biograph- 
ies. Beethoven, for example, was 
totally deaf when he wrote some 
of his greatest symphonies. Al- 
though he could not hear music 
with his physical ears he let it echo 
in his heart. Keeping a scrapbook 
of prayers, poems, clippings can be 
helpful in hours of darkness. News- 
papers and magazines often give 
items about people who have over- 
come obstacles and are worthy of 
inclusion in such a scrapbook. Take 
the case of Bonnie Beuhler, the for- 
mer airline stewardess who lost an 
arm and a leg in a motor launch 
mishap on Lake Arrowhead. Some 
rebellion and bitterness on Bonnie’s 
part would have been understanda- 
ble. But even during the days of 
her convalescence Bonnie was cheer- 
ful and forward looking, maintain- 
ing as nearly normal contact with 
her friends as possible. “I just made 
up my mind to bring something con- 
structive out of this,’ she told re- 
porters. 


Ww 


Of all inspirational literature 
Bible is our biggest help in ma 
ing midnights. In it is comfoet 
every disappointment, help for ¢ 
need. We may not at first fis 
passage that does anything fop 
but if we read prayerfully we: 
be directed to some words that 
speak to the heart. There are 
lenges in the writings of men 
Paul who had been troubled oa| 
ery side yet not distressed . . . 
plexed, but not in despair... 
down, but not destroyed. 


The most important step in: 
tering midnights is turning to 
in prayer. The trouble is t 
we allow ourselves an hour o: 
spair then we get to feeling se 
ed from God. We need to r 
that there is never a time so ld 
never a shadow so dark as‘t 
us off from God. Over and 
the Bible repeats that God is 
us and for us, that He is our 
and strength. | 

The despondent, the discou 
the tired of life are safe i 
care. Any bit of faith that | 
out fear, any renewal of sti 
or joy is proof of God’s carep 
we turn to Him for guidanc 
troubles dissolve like mists | 
the morning sun. Awakened tif 
faith, new understanding, wip 
rise out of seemingly impossikif 
uations. God is our. str 
through Him the impossibiliti 
come possibilities. 


INHE POET HAS SAID: ‘Into 
each life some rain must fall, 
some days must be dark and 
r.” It might also be said, “In- 
th life some storms must come, 
}weather not of our choosing.” 
» every Christian pilgrim has 
a stormy weather, sometime, 
ivhere, as he has marched his 
sd way to the City of God. 


ch one of us has known the 
ence of watching a gathering 

We have seen the ominous 
ess of the approaching clouds, 
ling the oncoming storm; we 
seen the lightning’s flash and 
the rolling thunders that pre- 
the unleashing of the wind 
aail in all its fury. Sometimes 
ave felt the heavy raindrops 
against our face, signalling the 
downpour of the garnered wa- 


aat a great relief when the 
ing eyned afterward, peaceful 
juiet, with a cloudless sky. Then 
aew we were safe from all the 
ening harm of the previous day. 


ily there are storms of the soul 
fe’s journey, just as surely as 
are storms in nature; but we 
ye prepared to meet them be- 
and. We can be sure that we 
weather the darkest storm and 


j5trong in the joy of high plans we shall renew our strength.” 


Learn to Fly Above the Storm 


Flora Jones Seaman 


find quiet and peace despite the 
storm and in time of storm. 


St. Paul assures us that God will 
not permit any testing beyond what 
we are able to bear. He allows 
storms in our lives according to our 
strength and according to our power 
to stand the test. 


We might indeed read the apos- 
tle’s words, “There shall no storms 
enter thy life that thou shall not 
be able to bear.” 

But how may we be sure that 
we are able to endure every storm? 
How shall we prepare for them? 
For we can be sure, we can find 
strength; we can be prepared; ;and 
prove equal to “every stormy wind 
that blows, and every swelling tide 
of woes.” 

We can be like the Bald Eagle, 
which, unlike the common eagle, has 
learned to wing its way on strong 
pinions above the storm, and to sail 
in safety in the serene atmosphere 
of the upper ethers. 

We, too, can rise above the storm; 
we, too, can develop Eagle’s Wings 
of spiritual strength and power. . 

How do we develop Eagle’s 
Wings? How do we develop strength 
for that high ascent in time of stress 
and dread? A well-loved song sug- 
gests the answer. 


AS 
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“There is a calm, a sure re- 
treat, ‘Tis found beneath the 
Mercy Seat. . . There, there, on 
Eagle’s Wings we soar, and 
Time and Sense molest no 
more.” 

This is the Christian’s Secret, the 
Secret of exercising wings of pray- 
er. If we are accustomed to retreat 
to the Mercy Seat, we are learning 
to soar on Eagles Wings. There 
calmness and strength enter into our 
souls. In daily testings and lesser 
trials of life, we learn to rise to 
the Place of Peace until it is our 
practiced habit to make the ascent 
of our soul to realms where God’s 
quiet calm is part of our experiences 
and where our strength is renewed 
and our life lifted to the Eternal 
Peace that unfailingly dwells with 
God. 

Day by day we grow more hardy 
and the ascent is easier as we learn 
to rise above the lesser calamaties 
and trying events that day by day 
beset us, taking our lesson from the 
eagle that flies above instead of 


My Christmas Prayer 
Harold A. Schulz 


Bless the star, its guiding light, 
Bless the Child, our heart’s acclaim, 
Bless the Christ of Christmas night 
Bless the Lord, His holy Name. 


Wi 
through the storm, rising far a: 
the hurtful elements. 
This strength, this winged 
of life, is not attained by some? 
den flight, in an emergency; 
learned by no occasional retrez 
the Mercy Seat; it is a day-by 
habit of the Soul. This plac: 
prayer is a habitual retreat wher 
find strength and refreshment, , 
drink of the healing Stream 
forever flows from the Rock of «. 
There in the Hour of Pr 
we feed on God’s word. The § 
tures become, indeed, the very E 
of Life; they are the spiritual 1 
ishment that renews our stre 
the Daily Bread that forms the 
ews of our spiritual wings. 
Strong in the joy of high p 
and the sustaining strength of € 
own grace, we shall know for 
selves the fulfillment of the 1] 
het’s words: “Ye shall mou 
with Wings, as Eagles.” 
Yes, there may be times of 4 
but the practiced Christian ¥ 
his way above the storm t 
Eternal dwelling place of Goe 


7 


had a dream the other night. 

He dropped off after read- 
‘a ad in the denominational 
y. He was depressed when he 
b up the magazine. He felt 
isn’t getting anywhere in Old 
He had entertained such high 
}when he acepted the call. As 
ptled back on his pillow the 
ght his eye, A TIMELY PLAN 
-REATE BETTER ATTEND- 
i IN YOUR CHURCH ... 
nield stickers, display cards, 
urd posters, tracts, pledge cards, 
ising cuts, complete promotion- 
tterial. He thought of Bill 
s top publicity job for Unit- 
usade. Ed Brown had elected 
[fayor with promotional show- 
ip, turning an unknown into 
isehold word overnight. He 
talk to Ed and Bill, have them 
or one of Mary’s fried chicken 
s. Ed and Bill would see this 
away, might wonder why they 
thought of it. He could see 
ame now and the name of 
First on billboards, posters, 
rield stickers, bumper strips. 
ould work up a series of ser- 
that would “‘ring the bell,” so 
pense would be justified. “Yes 
‘A TIMELY PLAN TO CRE- 
BETTER ATTENDANCE IN 


real plan to create better attendance at your church.” 


The Church’s Publicity Campaign 


Fred Stripp 


YOUR CHURCH,’ that was it!’ He 
slipped into slumber with a smile 
on his face as he thought of the 
ushers bringing in extra chairs for 
an overflow crowd. 

It was a vivid dream. He was 
in his study, busily directing the 
campaign. Ed and Bill had raved 
about Mary’s fried chicken. And 
they had taken to this promotional 
plan like hucksters to a new campaign 
for cigarettes or beer. “Terrific,” was 
Ed’s word. ‘‘An absolute sensation,” 
Bill’s phrase. And how right they had 
been. All over town people were 
talking about it. He could hardly 
wait for Sunday and the first big 
crowd. Quite a thing having your 
name plastered around, like running 
for office. He was hanging up the 
phone when a young man obeyed 
the sign on his study door and en- 
tered without knocking. He was 
about six feet tall, strong in the 
shoulders, straight as an arrow, the 
most sensitive face the pastor had 
ever seen, eyes that looked clear in- 
to your heart and won you right 
off. 

He didn’t fit any of the types 
that usually appeared in the study. 
There were the clean-cut, smiling, 
and friendly salesmen who called 
frequently. This young man was 
clean-cut, smiling and friendly, yet 
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somehow didn’t look the part. There 
were the people who came with 
problems, but this man looked so 
assured, so happy. 

These thoughts raced through his 
mind in less time than it takes to 
tell, but there had been a pause, 
noticeable now, and the pastor got to 
his feet and broke the silence with 
a word of welcome and a hearty 
handshake. He was glad this young 
man had come in, whatever his 
business might be. And this thought 
led him to ask what his business 
might be. 

“I’ve come about your campaign,” 
he said. His voice lived up to the 
rest of him . . . deep rich tones 
that made you want him to go right 
on speaking. When the Pastor 
paused, he did go on. 

“Have you thought what you will 
do if your promotional campaign 
succeeds? All the people you ex- 
pect, when you get them, can you 
hold them? And while they are 
with you, what will you give them? 
Is attendance so important in it- 
self? Is it the goal of your Church? 
Or do you have some other goal? 
And if you have, what is it?” 


He was trying to resent this young 
upstart, but it wasn’t easy. He was 
so straightforward, so natural, so 
friendly. He didn’t ask questions 
like a fault-finder. He was like a 
patient, confident physician gently 
probing for symptoms that will help 
him cure you of an illness. 
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He couldn't find his ter 
though ordinarily fluent to the - 
of glibness. Finally he indicat 
chair as an invitation to be s: 
and sank into his own with a: 
mentary sense of relief. . 

The young fellow thanked 
“You see,’ he went on, “Tg 
terested in your campaign. 
sort of campaign once myseil 
was a long time ago.” 
have been very long,” 
thought. “He isn’t a day over 
ty.) 

“Yes, a long time ago,” 
peated as though the Pastor 
thought out loud. ‘““There wer 
a few of us in on it. Cost: 
of our lives.” (‘‘He’s crazy,” th 
the Pastor, “he’s just as aliv 
am.’”) 

“No, I’m not crazy,” hede 
ued, as though again the Pd? 
thoughts were audible. “It 
great campaign while it 1 
Looked for awhile as thoug 
whole world might be won. 
But it wasn't. No, people li 
stopped us, turned our simpli 
of life into a massive organizh 
killed the movement. I’ve prayy 
its resurrection ever since.” | 

At last the Pastor found his; 
“People like me?” he  sputg 
“What do you mean, people 
me? What movement did I 
kill? Young man, what you 
is a good psychiatrist!” 

The visitor did not retur 


| 
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. He was the soul 


\ sure you didn’t mean to do 
| no idea you were doing it. 
ited only to tell you about 
| plan to create better attend- 
h your church. Why, changed 
nre better publicity than all 
iIboards, posters, stickers, and 
it strips in town. You can't 
with a changed life. It’s just 
A man was a drunkard; 
e's a decent citizen, husband, 
_ A man used to lie and cheat 
real; now he’s the most de- 
ble man in the community. A 
h brought her family to the 
‘of breakup with her selfish- 
Inow she’s the center of its 
* and happiness. If people 
anged lives in your church, 
| be attracted to it as thirsty 
ifs to a cool, deep well.” 
a well?” thought the Pas- 
‘That’s an odd illusion. I 
E spoken about a well since 
‘mon on... say, this young 
ouldn’t be . . . no, of course 
hhat’s impossible !”’ 
. it isn’t impossible at all. 
cactly as you think. I am 
of Nazareth. The campaign 
sioned was made possible by 
mest friends any man ever 
thank God the record is still 
clear, bright, unmistakable for 
read. It is the only hope of 
entieth century, as it was of 
st, and will be of the twenty- 
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first. I hope with my whole soul,” 
and he rose to his feet and looked 
at the Pastor as though destiny rode 
on one personal decision, “I hope 
with my whole soul that you will 
go into your pulpit Sunday and start 
a different kind of campaign, a cam- 
paign to change lives. But before 
you do, you'll have to begin with 
the Pastor of Old First, perhaps 
right here in this study, now. You 
could be just as dear a friend of 
mine as any of my disciples, ever 
were.” 

He turned and walked quietly 
from the room. The Pastor seemed 
transfixed. Then _ suddenly he 
jumped up and started after him. 
“Don’t leave me! Don’t leave me! 


I need you!” 

His desperate cries awakened 
Mary. She roused him from his 
sleep. ‘‘Jim, dearest, wake up! 


You've been having a bad dream.” 

He let his body relax. He let 
his mind come back into the bed- 
room. It was an effort to return 
from his study to present reality. 
Finally he spoke, very quietly, as 
though his voice might break the 
spell. “Not a bad dream, Mary, not 
a bad dream; the most beautiful 
dream I ever had. It’s hard to realize 
that it was a dream.” 

He told her the story slowly and 
telived each detail. Then he dressed 
and left for his study in the Church. 
He spent the rest of the night in 
prayer, asking with humility and 


50 CLEAR HORIZONS % 


with a sense of high exaltation to 
follow in the footsteps of his recent 
visitor. 

Sunday’s congregation listened to 
a different man. Oh, the body, the 
face, the clothes, the robe all were 
the same, but the man in the pul- 
pit was different. No one in the 
congregation had been so moved as 
by that simple witness, the honestly 
shared sense of failure, the reading 
of the ad, the dream, the night 
spent in prayer, the thrilling exper- 
ience of conversion. 

Old First was revitalized. Small 


Christmas Reverie 

Berniece Ayers Hall 
I think that Jesus loves to see 
The whole wide world aflame 
With colored lights at Christmas time 
To witness and proclaim 
That hearts can turn from wars and bombs 
And note again His birth. 
I’m sure He longs for myriad lights 


Encircling the earth 


To manifest to all mankind 

From that rude manger bed 

How far across all lands and climes 
God’s word of love has spread. 

I'm sure Christ treasures every tree 
With small bulbs burning dim, 

That in a world of strife and “things” 
Is lighted unto Him! 


groups began meeting in homes. 
the Pastor thought of the dise 
doing the same thing in the 
of Acts. How had the young: 
described them? “. . . the 
friends any man ever had.” 
seemed to see the young man ¢ 
again, hear his voice again, — 
could be just as dear a frier 
mine as any of my disciples 
were.” 
He smiled. He would sper 
rest of his life trying to be 
friend. 


| 
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Evelyn 


— SS 


ECAUSE Aunt Martha is wise 
jand kind and understanding 
I always seek her above all 
veople. Especially when I have 
t joy or sorrow or problem. 
is “been in on” all the im- 
: phases of my life. 

so it was a few weeks ago 
called on Aunt Martha. I 
had a dilemma problem. No 
it she could help me off my 
fence. 

‘copped into her comfortable 
i rocker and wondered how 
sin to tell her what I had 
0 confide. But she anticipated 
5 usual) and made it easy for 
. te her what was on my 


jat’s on your mind that’s dis- 
* you so, dear?” she asked in 
nellow voice of hers. 

th,’ I told her simply. 
yat about faith?” 

lon’t think mine is very re- 
anymore and it worries me,” 
od. 

{ sure you are wrong,” she 
ed immediately. “I’m sure 
uith is strong and good. But 
about it anyway.” She drew 
chair, and sat near me, her 
busy as always. 

Aunt Martha began peeling 
's I began: “When I was very 


rusting and believing is am important part of Christian faith.’ 


Complete Faith 


Witter 


young I had a strong faith. It was 
the hip-hip-hooray kind I guess. I 
mean . .'. I mean I needed the 
tones of the organ swelling to vol- 
uminous heights, the full choir 
singing stirring hymns, the bright 
sunlight streaming through the awe- 
some stained-glass windows. These 
material expressions of religion in- 
spired my faith to emotional heights. 
I didn’t think faith in those days 
Injfels citar lcfeltsitiasisifitaweresa 
hot flame burning within me. I 
wanted to shout about it with all 
my might.” 

“But that is not wrong,’ Aunt 
Martha said softly. ‘Religion is felt 

. touches the emotions. Love 
for example is an emotion. God is 
love.” 

“That’s true,’ I agreed, and then 
went on: “But then after we were 
married my faith changed.” 

“Changed ?”’ 

“I think so. At least the emotion- 
al part seemed to lose its force and 
in its place there was an inward 
calm. As you know so well, there 
began to be serious problems in my 
life. Financial difficulties, the so- 
bering task of rearing children, sick- 
ness. In those days I turned to God 
and shared all my problems with 
Him. I was always trustful and 
believing. It didn’t matter how dis- 
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© 
i a turn life took, I maintained 
-an undaunted, hopeful faith. I felt 
“that God knew and cared and that 
therefore somehow everything would 
be for the good.” 

“Trusting and believing is an im- 
portant part of Christian faith,” Aunt 
Martha said. “It means you can 
see the hand of God in all of life. 
Knowing it is there helps you to 
be steadfast.” 


“That's true,” I agreed, and went - 


on: “But now I keep asking the why 
of everything. There are so many 
contradictory things that happen. 
Terrible accidents and incurable dis- 
eases; suffering and all manner of 
human miseries. It is hard to keep 
a steadfast faith in the face of all 
the ills of the world.” 

“And you have to study your Bi- 
ble and dig out the answers?” Aunt 
Martha paused and looked up at me. 
“The answers are all there and I 
know your inquisitive mind will find 
them.” 


“Perhaps,” I agreed, and went 


The Anchor 
Mary Lavinia Silvia 


When mankind disillusions me 
And things are not serene 

I look above — because my faith 
In God remains supreme. 


on: “But in the meantime wih 
happening to my faith?” 

“It is being completed,” 
Martha told me. 

“What do you mean, Aunt! 
tha?”’ 

“Well, the way I see it, you 
the emotional, enthusiastic fait) 
we think of in connection wil 
impetious Peter. You also ha 
trusting, believing faith of th 
ing John. You have the cog 
tious, feeling - of - assurance - f 
type of faith that gave Thomy 
name of Doubting Thomas. 
are all good. The words of 
will attest to that. I say, pual 
all together . . . enthusiasm, 
deep thought . . . and you } 
complete faith.” 

The room grew very qui 
took me a while to absor 
Aunt Martha had said. After: 
I began to realize that Aunt J 
was right. Complete faith 
be pigeonholed into one ¢ 
Complete faith is a composite 
the parts of mind and soul 


\ 


the consuming illness of our time is our immaturity.” 


How to Live With Your Emotions © 


times, while reminiscing, 

recall an experience we had 
years ago. We were driving 
h the mountains in a heavy 
form. All at once our car 
1 to a stop. Looking out we 
> were periously near the edge 
nree-hundred-foot ravine. And 
there we were both made to 


‘anew the danger of sheer liv- 


[: HUSBAND AND I many 


: 
f 


‘spite of our precarious posi- 
ve were soon rescued. And 
a few hours we were safe 
hotel room, comfortably seat- 
ithing spectacular or dramatic 
‘ur rescue. The highway pat- 
‘customed to these winter haz- 
lame with a load of sand and, 
ag it under the wheels of our 


id us very soon on our way 


sok just sand and grit to help 
tt the top and down the other 
| 
possible in this life, and very 
Je, that at many turns we 
eet moments that require all 
itage we have just to go on 
ng. And to do so, when it 
impossible, impossible to live 
h another hour, is the test 
I crisis of life. 

‘remember, in just such tests 
ER and FAITH are the sand 


| Katherine Bevis 


and grit that help us OVER THE 
‘FOP: 

It was William James, the emi- 
nent psychologist, who antedated 
modern depth psychology when he 
stated that, “Men habitually use only 
a small part of the powers they pos- 
sess.” 

All of us have access to the same 
forces. Then what prevents us from 
using this power? 

No one can hope to use this 
“sand and grit power’ that God has 
made available to all, no matter how 
intelligent we may be or think we 
are, if we constantly react to neu- 
rotic fears, unreasoning hates, bit- 
ter and unacknowledged resentments, 
and fanatical prejudices. 

As some one has said: ‘“The con- 
suming illness of our time is our 
immaturity, our refusal to grow up.” 
We brand ourselves as undeveloped 
when we are unwilling to face facts, 
but always having the tendency of 
children, when they are caught do- 
ing something they have been told 
not to do, to use a subterfuge as 
old as the race (the first chapter 
of Genesis), using an alibi, blam- 
ing someone else. 

Depth psychology tells us that in 
order to live with our emotions we 
need to untie the tangle of sup- 
pressed negative feelings that have 
been buried in the subconscious mind. 
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Thus we release the vitality, the 
energy, the creative capacity that has 
been enmeshed in our negative tie- 
ups. 

Only as we grow up in the sense 
of knowing how to use this “sand 
and grit” (prayer and faith) can 
we reach this goal. And only as 
we reach this goal can we know 
how to live with our emotions. For 
it is this “sand and grit’ that, 
touching the emotional life, sudden- 
ly transforms us from previous in- 
ertia and lethargy into bounding en- 


This, Too, Will Pass 
Eve Tyson 
This, too, will pass 
This storm, this wild unrest .. . 


The angry wave will bear upon its crest 


A harbinger of peace. . 
Surcease of clangor— 


Quietude and rest and all that’s best. 


This, too, will pass 
This groping in the dark... 
The dawn will tint the sea again with rose 


And sails will flutter 
To a calmer wind... 
An overtired world will find repose 


thusiasm and dynamic energy, 
gy that takes us over the to 

Joseph Fort Newton once 
that this can continue to be the 
of the free only as it is the 
of the brave. 

In order that we may be: 
ture’ in the knowledge of usi 
“sand and grit” God has se 
dantly provided for us, we na 
be brave enough to look at ows 
impersonally and see oursely 
we are. 


“ATE MUST BE CONSIDERED 
one of the most destructive 
One New 
Joctor, I am told, suggests 
per cent of all patients com- 
him have resentment in their 
‘stories, and adds that for- 
s would do more good than 


ad, bitterness, resentment, or 
Drgiving spirit hurts not only 
ividual against whom it is di- 
but, like the recoil of a big 
can be even more destructive 
individual harboring it. 

| was continually digging in- 
=motions which produced de- 
2 consequences. In the Ser- 
the Mount he suggested that 
ly would the murderer be 
_ but also the man who held 
‘n his heart. 

'“Interpreter’s Bible’ points 
t moods and emotions can- 
tried in the courts of man, 
“God’s Court.” We add al- 
within our bodies are vital 
which constantly sit in judg- 
bon our moods and tempers. 
un, the heart, the nerves, the 
pressure constitute the jury 
van quickly condemn us for 
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Ziveness can do more than pills for the chronic disease that comes from 
p resentment and hatred. It is the cure Christ used. 


Love Cancels Hate 


Robert G. Tuttle 


our blighting bitterness and overcon- 
suming resentments. 

Literally, anger “burns us up”! 
It can completely ruin life. 

Rev. Norman Vincent Peale re- 
minds us of the physical reactions 
produced by getting mad: the auto- 
matic tightening of the fists, the 
constriction of the throat, the short- 
ness of breath, the raising of the 
voice’s pitch, the rigidity of muscles. 
All of this is the automatic prepara- 
tion for a fight, which is a carry- 
over from cave-man days. 

In an age of civilization where 
men can live only through co-oper- 
ation, this terrific physicial drive 
bound up with temper needs to be 
re-directed. Anger may be only mo- 
mentary, but hatred becomes a chron- 
ic disease. 

Revenge is not sweet. Hate is an 
emotional disease. Not even ‘‘a heal- 
thy bank account’ can bring hap- 
piness to “a sick soul.” 

This tortured world in which we 
live is the aggregate result of mil- 
lions of individual animosities, 
grudges, moods and tempers. Clear- 
ly, God would have it otherwise. 
“Let not the sun go down upon your 
wrath,” is still a sane injunction. 


by permission. 
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“Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord.” 


To say that every man has a right 
to “two good hates a year’ is like 
saying that every man has a right 
to two good cases of smallpox. 


Jesus realized most keenly how 
our relations with God are depend- 
ent upon our relations with man. 
For this reason he reminded his hear- 
ers, “When thou bringest thy gift 
to the altar and rememberest that 
thy neighbor hath aught against thee, 
go and be reconciled to thy neighbor 
and then come and offer thy gift.” 
As it is impossible to worship and 
worry at the same time, so also is 
it impossible to come into the pres- 
ence of God while we hate our broth- 
ers. 

Trying to worship God while we 
are terribly at odds with someone 
else is like worshiping with a lump 
in your soul. We cannot receive a 
blessing while we are hating some- 
one. 

These animosities arise so quick- 
ly in a world where people live 
house to house and work elbow to 
elbow. Perhaps more of the saving 
grace of forgiveness is needed in our 
generation than in the roomy gen- 
eration of our grandfathers. People 
tub us the wrong way. Small in- 
cidents grow into open conflict or 
gnawing resentment. 

A few years ago, we moved to a 
new parsonage and discovered that 
the hedge between the parsonage and 
the next house was terribly over- 


grown. Thinking that the hedg 
on parsonage property, I emple 
man to trim it. 

That evening when my nei 
came home from work, I disco 
that the scraggly hedge was his j 
and joy and was two inches or 
side of the line. Thus arose aa 
ternational incident’ which took: 
of Christian grace to resolve. 

At the present moment you. 
be carrying a grudge or harb 
some deep resentment. Antir 
may be tying up your digestive 
tem or smoldering anger ma 
pumping up your blood pressu 

Have you ever analyzed thi: 
uation which so destroys your ° 
of mind? How did it start? 
the other person know abou 
Does he know how you feel : 
it? Did he do it intentior: 
What is his background? 

Was there any provocation o 
part? Have you ever admitted} 
share of the guilt? If the site 
had been reversed, might no 
have done the same thing? 

Have you tried to effect a i 
ciliation? Have you written to) 
Do you speak to him? Dai 
constantly leave the door of | 
heart open to reconciliation? 

Facing up to our pet grievar: 
this matter might help us to | 
objectively and might lead us} 
reconciliation which would pi 
happiness in both our lives. It | 
be something so trivial that th 


jlution would be to forget it. 
ups its importance demands that 
0 to the person and talk it out, 
‘ willing to bear our part of 
ean If the other per- 
refuses such an advance, then 
ized to act toward him with good 
and leave him to God! 


| minister friend told me of a 
who came to him almost at the 
of self-destruction because of 
swing difference between him 
is boss. Every moment of his 
' had been filled with bitter- 


iis man and his boss were 
ght together in a little chapel. 
2 they prayed together, the dif- 
ces were resolved, friendship 
estored—and the person about 
estroy himself found that life 
renewed, 

me years ago, after a vigorous 
erly and sisterly disagreement, 
hree children retired only to be 
ed at two o'clock in the morn- 
yy a terrific thunderstorm. Hear- 
n unusual noise upstairs, I called 
ad out what was going on. 
little voice answered, “We are 
1 the closet forgiving each oth- 


metimes a storm can clear souls 
2l1 as the atmosphere. 

hat about the case that you just 
solve. You want to get rid of 
yate, but you are stymied. You 
forget it. 

us had an answer: “Love your 


LOVE CANCELS HATE a7 


enemies, bless them that curse you, 
do good to them that hate you, and 
pray for them which despitefully use 
you and persecute you.” 

This seems drastic. Do good to 
them that hate you? Pray for them 
that despitefully use you and per- 
secute you? 

As drastic as it seems, try it and 
you will discover that it is the final 
therapy. It will break the bitterness 
when nothing else will. 

There is power in love; there is 
also power in good will. This was 
the power with which Christ over-— 
came the world. It was the strength 
with which Stephen reached out in 
death and gripped the heart of Paul. 

But what if this old trouble per- 
sists—the person continues to be un- 
repentant and unco-operative; insult 
is added to injury; the thorn in the 
flesh is twisted day after day? 

I recall the situation of a fine 
Christian mother living next to a per- 
son who, because of an inferiority 
complex mixed with envy, day after 
day did things to annoy her Christian 
neighbor. The mother tried every 
mode of reconciliation to no avail. 
The premeditated annoyance con- 
tinued year after year. It was about 
to produce ulcers. 

What is the answer? Christ an- 
swers, “My peace I leave with you, 
my peace I give unto you, not as 
the world giveth, give I unto you.” 
Things impossible with man are pos- 
sible with God! 
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In this problem of anger and tfe- 
sentment many times (having reached 
the limits of our own strength) we 
are forced back upon the grace of 
God. In God there is a peace, not 
of man, which enabled Jesus—suf- 
fering on a cross—to pray, “Father, 
forgive them.” 

Such an ability to forgive is not 
of this world, but can be given by 
God to every person who sincerely 
wants it. It is the peace of patient 
understanding. It is the grace of 
God working through our own lives. 

In this strength we forgive sev- 
enty times seven, we live in a spirit 
of good will and forgiveness. Life 
becomes an ‘‘adventure in good wiill.”’ 
We begin to love difficult indi- 
viduals, even though we cannot like 
certain characteristics which are 
theirs. 

Hate becomes a chronic disease, 
human relations are broken, health 


Eternal Pledge 
Ruth Lommatzsch 


God has not promised 
Joy without tears 
Skies without rain 
Peace without fears— 
Nor has He promised 
Happiness through 
Life without quarrels 
Friends not untrue— 
But He has promised 
Rest for the weary 
Peace for the soul 
Undying Love 

And a Heavenly goal. 


is violated, the bitterness of lt 
more than we can stand. © 
says, ‘“Be reconciled to thy neigg 
and then come and worship.” 
But how? Christ says, “Do 
to him, pray for him.” But I 
Christ says, “My peace I give 
you, not as the world giveth.” 
I discover that I can receives 
peace of Christ in the midst «q 
ritating circumstances: the 
leaves my soul; I have found! 
through him. | 
Now, by the grace of God, » 
feel good will toward those why 
spitefully use me. I can react 
out vindictiveness toward friend 
foe alike. I have found — 
of soul. Through me the he 
spirit has begun to enter into h 
relationships. 
Under God, I have become aj 
of the redeeming force active is 
tortured human situation. : 


| 
lian R. Dickson, former pupil 
\lenn Clark at Macalester Col- 
St. Paul, Minn. writes from 
(>, Formosa where she has been 
itsionary for many years. In a 
ous letter to her friends in 
‘ica she told of a brief trip 
4 to visit churches of the 
gines. 


SWwO WEEKS AGO there was a 
week of prayer by the mis- 
. sionaries for various phases of 
vork, When it came to a day 
vayer for the aborigines, I was 
vhelmed with remorse, think- 
row I had not yet gone back. 
e we kneel in comfort in a 
| room feeling self-righteous to 
even this little time and 
pnt for them, while they are 
; by the hundreds of T. B. and 
dy CaLeS =. My eyes were 
ed with tears at the thought 
y own selfishness and stupidity. 
was Friday night. 
1 Monday we left for the far 
Coast. The plane made record 
No one knew why except me. 
2w we had angels pushing the 
, making us hurry. “The King’s 
ess requireth haste.’ Angels 
2d the old, old taxi far up the 
, through river beds and run- 
water; angels directed our steps 


‘I have walked with lepers so long that I have no fears of new dangers.” 


The Aborigines and “T. B.” 


Lillian R. Dickson 


to the right place, the right people; 
angels stood beside us pointing out 
the view of the Pacific below, the 
land for a garden for a T. B. place, 
the Christian doctor nearby. Angels 
took us further up the coast where 
the huge cement building, once a 
factory, stood on the very shores 
of the Pacific. At every step of the 
way we realized, “It is the Lord.” 

I went to see the Christian doc- 
tor, a Formosan man, tall and com- 
manding in appearance. I told him 
“We discovered in our tour of the 
churches over here that many among 
the Ami tribe have T. B., and when 
we went back to Taipeh we learned 
that the government statistics rate 
it as 30 per cent. He said, ‘“These 
Ami people are my patients, and I 
will tell you that it is 60 per cent.” 
“Is anything being done to isolate 
the heavy cases so that children 
and babies and others will not be 
infected?” And the answer again 
was, “No. We went to see the 
head of the government of that dis- 
trict. He told us, “Not only the 
Ami tribe. Why, we have villages 
among the Paiwan tribe where T. 
B. is as high as 80 per cent. You 
must try and have a place for the 
Paiwans.” 

Our plan is very simple and adapt- 
ed to the simple people we serve. 
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We shall have two or three places 
not too far from the tribes, where 
we can provide sunshine and good 
food, bamboo beds (about $1.00 U. 
S. each), bedding (about. $4.00), 
a couple of mountain girls, who have 
been trained as nurses, in attendance, 
and doctors to visit regularly. We 
are quite sure we can get the drugs 
necessary free of charge or at least 
at a nominal cost, because always in 
a plan like this Christian doctors 
and agencies, in the end, help. 
Tuberculosis or T. B. is usually 
brought into a new country as a 
white man’s disease. That is why 
it is called, ‘‘the white killer.’ It 
is the White Killer now who stalks 
over the mountains of Formosa 
leaving death on his trail wherever 
his fetid breath is felt. It is time 
that I walked with the White Kil- 
ler going everywhere he goes, try- 
ing to check his hand. Sixty per 
cent in the Ami tribe, 80 per cent in 
some Paiwan villages, 50 per cent in 
the Bunnan tribe! Dear God, go with 
me on this latest adventure. It is 
something that few care to do as 
they feel it is going into the cham- 
bers of death to work so closely 
with these heavy cases. But I have 
walked with lepers so long, I have 
no fear of new dangers. If the 
angels tapped my shoulder for this 
job, then that is fine, for I respond 
gladly, keen to get on with it and 
try to work it out. And I know 
women at home hearing of this dis- 


covery will feel the same way 
it as I do. It is a houseke 
job, separating the heavy cases; 
saving the babies and children, . 
ing the sick ones comfortable: 
happy in their new surroun 
which will be not too far from 
homes so they will not be lones 

It is amazing the way the ~ 
bursts its bonds and grows ail 
of proportion to our expectat 
On January 16th we had the <« 
ing of our Christian Center ( 
for aborigines at Po-li. It 
bright, beautiful day, blue sky, 
mountains with snow in the: 
tance, and yet cherry blossoms 
abloom in the valley below. 
little red brick building was cr 
ed with aborigines from the 
tains who had come to worship 
us and together thank God fon 
gift. Shortly after the openin: 
sped away, leaving the doctor: 
nurses, and a boy who could 
as dispenser in charge. Whe 
arrived in Taipeh I was holdin, 
cheek cautiously and aware ti 
was probably coming down 
mumps. Two days later, sti 
bed, I received a letter from 
doctor at Po-li. “I haven’t fow 
patients, I have fifteen,’’ he: 
“We have them tucked away i 
little workhouse just anyway 
ten of them have T. B. and sho? 
be in with the others.” It 
happened as Bjarne had prec 
The mountain people are sict’ 
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| they find a place to bring 
| sick, we are swamped. We 
‘ed a truckload of bamboo beds 
bedding to be taken up the 
\itain to Po-li and we have a 
jing there in which to put our 
|. patients, but—this is only a 
ing spell. Just as in the chil- 
' work we do not turn away 
thild in genuine distress, so in 
nedical work we will not turn 
a single person who is really 
‘n the Name of Christ we will 
at best to help them and make 
' for them. We shall have to 
of what to do next in order 
ke adequate care of those who 
vety sick among the mountain 
le. 

seems to me that I have had 
. business with boys this month. 
: are taken from the prison to 
homes. One late afternoon I 
compelled to go to the Chil- 
s prison with that nameless 
mlsion that I call the ‘‘angel’s 
on my shoulder.” I went and 
d the boys, miserable-looking 
eir dirty shapeless clothes, their 
-d heads and mournful eyes. As 
ys I looked for new boys, try- 
to find out if they were or- 
s who needed our help. “This 
could go,’’ shouted one of the 
- ones. ‘He has never done 
ing bad. His mother was poor 
sould not keep him.” “Nobody 
d take him,’ said another 
fully. “He isn’t bright enough.” 


i 
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The boy in question was crying as 
they jibed him, and all my defenses 
were down at once. I put my arm 
around him and whispered, ‘“T’ll 
come for you tomorrow morning.” 
We did get him out, and after a 
few days we even got him fitted in- 
to the public school, and now his 
face is all sunshine and content, part 
of the Boys’ Home at last. Other 
boys too have come, three from the 
Pescadore Islands, their eyes big and 
asking questions, two from the Gold- 
en Gate Island, another orphan boy 
from the south. 

Our orphanage for all kinds of 
orphans, boys and girls, all ages and 
kinds, will be ready this week I 
hope. We have several children 
waiting. All of the more-than-fifty 
children and babies of leper parents 
whom we shelter in our various lit- 
tle Homes and protect from leprosy, 
are well, despite the cold winds that 
lap at our houses and come in 
through every cranny and crack. 

Our hearts are filled to overflow- 
ing with joy for a gift from His 
Hand through the American Foun- 
dation for Overseas Blind. We had 
set up a Trade School for the Blind 
under them, but many more came 
to weave the towels than we had 
looms. They would sit wistfully on 
a bench waiting to see if they could 
have a turn, knowing there was no 
room for them. Now we can help 
them much more. We have rented 
a huge old house and are renovat- 
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ing it, joyfully fixing it up to hold can hear the water and feel 
many looms for all the blind who This will give the blind studer 
wish to weave. There is a vety safe place to walk in the co 
large yard adjoining which they have the evening. Did you ever 
given free of rent and now I am a garden for the blind? What 
also busy planning a garden for the ious adventures one has when 
blind, wide gracious walks, fragrant ing for God. Love to my 
flowers, a tiny fountain so that they friends everywhere. 
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N\HE CHILDREN of Dr. Glenn 
Clark sent out a little paper 

a while ago announcing the 
of their father in the early 
ing of August 26, 1956. He 
truly one of the few world 
tians of this day, and his pass- 
tom us leaves a large and dis- 
gap in our ranks. Who will 
in to fill that gap? Of course 
erson can take the place of an- 
in the Christian life; each one 
: fill his or her own place if 
‘place is filled. If each of us 
sare left in the flesh will fill 
wn place as well as Dr. Clark 
_ his, there will be no lack of 
aod women to carry on the work 
he Kingdom throughout the 

As the call came, “Whom 
I send, and who will go for 
to the young prophet Isaiah, 
yay all of us hear God’s call 
1e passing of Dr. Clark and 
er that call as did the young 
1 saying, “Here am I; send 


I were asked as to the world’s 
est need today I should reply 
diately. “The world’s great- 
eed just now is an honest, sin- 
and faithful turning to God 
elp and guidance that can come 
from Him. Through the kind- 


|The world’s greatest need today is an honest, sincere, and faithful turning to 


Thank God for Glenn Clark 


W. R. Cullom 


ness of a friend it was my rich 
privilege to have almost a week with 
Dr. Clark at Kanuga Lake near 
Hendersonville, N. C. in September, 
1954. The special meeting that was 
on at Kanuga Lake was one of Dr. 
Clark’s C. F. O. Camps. The let- 
ters C. F. O. stand for Camps Farth- 
est Out, and the two key words of 
these camps are “Love” and “Pray- 
er.” This man of God has pro- 
jected many of these camps in vati- 
ous parts of the earth. May his pass- 
ing be used of God for setting for- 
ward in a great way the two key 
purposes of the movement with 
which his name and personality have 
come to be identified. 

If I were asked as to the most 
important movement that Dr. Clark 
has left behind him, I should say 
at once, “It is the United Prayer 
Tower at Saint Paul, Minnesota.” 
There are many thousands of names 
collected here from all parts of the 
earth for whom prayer is asked and 
earnest prayer is offered for them 
each day. My own name is there 
and I am proud to have it so. One 
of the most helpful little devotional 
pamphlets that comes to me is the 
little monthly leaflet called Manual 
of Prayer. Any person may have 
his or her name placed in this col- 


Jnited Prayer Tower, 1517 Grand Avenue, St. Paul 5, Minnesota 
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lection by making such request of 
the United Prayer Tower, 1571 
Grand Avenue, Saint Paul 5, Min- 
nesota. 

I am profoundly grateful for my 
brief contact with Dr. Clark and feel 
that this touch will be a part of 
me for good through eternity. And 
one of the most encouraging signs 


* * * 


When Dr. Glenn Clark used to 
dream with us about the expansion 
of the Prayer Tower there was one 
idea to which he came back time 
and again. “When the time is 
right,” he would say, ‘everyone will 
want to have a share in it by buy- 
ing a brick for the new Prayer Tow- 
er.’ It would be a_ universal 
building because there would un- 
doubtedly be a brick for every state 
in this country and also from many 
foreign countries. This was a dream 
that made him very happy. 

Since Dr. Clark’s death last Au- 
gust 26th, all sorts of gifts have 
come into the Prayer Tower for the 
Glenn Clark Memorial, and already 
we have over twenty thousand dol- 
lars for the expanded work and for 
the new building. Now comes a 
letter from someone who had never 
heard Dr. Clark dream about 
“bricks” for the Prayer Tower. We 
do not believe in ‘‘accidents’’ or in 
“coincidents” in matters of this sort. 
Glenn is still working! 

“Why can’t we all join hands 
now in building the NEW Prayer 


on the horizon today for me is 
number and the earnestness of 
people who in one way or aa 
are trying to turn to God for: 
which, I repeat, can come : 
from Him. And again, I x 
may the passing of this dear ma 
God be a loud and strong « 
all who knew and loved him. 


* * * 


Tower 2s 2 MEMORIAL FOR} 
CLARK? It occurred to me tk 
a letter were sent to your ¢« 
mailing list, suggesting that ° 
one buy a BRICK or as mar 
they wish, at “$1.00 each, this 
building might go up in a 

and be equipped; and every E 
it would be made up of the: 
he taught us so much about.., 
human beings respond more c 
ly to a tangible effort, andi 
stead of just being invited to 
tribute toward the new buildis 
were presented as a MEMO) 
GIFT and tribute to our be 
Glenn Clark, I think it just : 
go sailing right to the skies, | 
might suggest possibly that 
person in making his Christma: 
add to it a certain number of | 
for the new United Prayer 7 
in memory of Glenn Clark. 
haps they would even walk thi 
ond mile, and each person ask:! 
of his friends to send $1.00. I 
anything I can to help.” 


Juanita Lee 
Myrtle Beach, & 


4 New Book By Glenn Clark... 
| God's Voice In The Folklore 


Just as great treasures of the Earth are secreted in 
the depths of the ground—oil, coal, and gold—so great 
treasures of Truth and Wisdom are secreted in the Folk- 
lore of the Race, 


Did you know that ‘’Little Bo Peep’’ teaches that 
seemingly fruitless labor does come home bearing fruit, 
and that ‘’Deedle, Deedle, Dumpling’’ teaches the result 
of laziness? Mother Goose Rhymes contain wisdom on 
nearly every phase of living. 


Did you know that ‘Alice in Wonderland’ probes the 
_ whole realm of the subconscious and that ‘Alice Through 
the Looking Glass’’ explores the realm of the supercon- 
scious? 


Because free speech was prohibited, Aesop’s Fables 
» teach Ancient Truth ‘out of the mouths of animals.” 


Did you know that there is a common thread among 
_ the legends of how the world began? They all hint at a 
_ Oneness of Mind—God revealing Himself through differ- 
_ ent peoples all over the earth. 


In Ancient Folklore the author finds the Key that 
resolves the problem of Good and Evil, the way to Mastery 
over Sex and War, and the Triumph of the Soul. 


This is a startling, thrilling book that pulls aside the 
Secret Veil and reveals the ‘’Face of God’’ everywhere. 


$3.00 


Order from (we pay postage) 


Macalester Park Publishing Company — 


571 Grand Avenue 


St. Paul 5, Minnesota 
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